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RAMBLES 


IN 

GERMANY AND ITALY. 

PART III— 1842. 

LETTER 1. 

PRAGUE. 

TncBSDAT, 1 st Seftembeb, 1842. 

Strange and wild legends appertain to Prague, 
and people the heights that overhang the city. The 
Bohemians are of Sclavonian race; they were in 
early times fire-worshippers, and offered victims to 
their divinity on the Laurenzi Berg, which rises 
behind the town. On the Hradsebin, an eminence 
that frowns above the Moldau, was built the palace 
of the old Bohemian kings; and the metropolitan 
church of Prague stands in the palace-yard, on the 
highest point of the imperial hill. 

The most prosperous period for Prague was the 
reign of the Emperor Charles IV. He appears in 
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no favourable light in the pages of Italian history; 
but he won immortal and deserved renown as King 
of Bohemia, by his acts of magnificence, and the 
liberality and sagacity of his government. He caused 
the Neustadt to be built, marking the width and 
termination Of the streets, and leaving the spaces to 
be filled up by private individuals, on whom great 
privileges were bestowed: the size of the streets and 
open areas interspersed, give it a noble distinc- 
tion among the ill-built towns of the middle ages. 
Churches and convents rose around. He built also the 
grand old Bridge, which spans the broad and curved 
stream of the Moldau, and he founded the Uni- 
versity, which long vied with Paris and Oxford in 
celebrity. 

The earliest Reformers sprung up in Prague. John 
Huss was rector of the University: his tenets were 
the source of that independent and Protestant spirit 
which then first began to undermine the Roman 
Catholic laith. In early times, the Church of 
Bohemia obtained from the Council of Basle, that 
the sacramental cup shoidd be administered to the 
laity; and this of itself was a broad distinction between 
Catholic Bohemia and the rest of the Papal world. 

Although John Huss died at the stake, his 
influence continued high in his country, where he 
was reverenced as a saint. The Bohemians, loving 
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their own language and their own customs — a saga- 
cious and intelligent race — ^were well pleased with any 
state of things that should conduce to separate them 
more widely from the surrounding German nations. 

The time came w^hen they were to fall. When 
the rest of Europe was in darkness ‘and enslaved, 
Bohemia had a pm^c religion and free institutions : 
now it is but a province of Austria, and there are not 
one hundred Protestants in the country. The Em- 
peror Mathias first endeavoured to uproot its liberty, 
and the Jesuits had been established, to counter- 
balance, by their insidiohs system of encroachment, 
the influence openly possessed by the Protestants. 
This state of things could not last. The Emperor 
supported Catholicism, and wished to assimilate 
Bohemia to his Austrian provinces in language, laws 
and religion ; the national Diet endeavoured to pre- 
serve their countr}?^ as a distinct kingdom. The 
Emperor insisted on naming his successor, in the 
person of his brother Perdinand: the crown had 
hitherto been elective, and the nobles resolved to 
preserve their rights. On the death of Mathias, they 
called to the throne the Elector Palatine, a Calvinist: 
the Emperor Ferdinand claimed the country as his 
owm, and invaded it. 

For one year, Elizabeth of England held a gay and 
chivalrous com’t in Prague. Had her husband been 

B 2 
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a statesman and a soldier, he might have disciplined 
his brave, enthusiastic subjects, and have repulsed 
the invasion of Austria. He was vanquished in- 
gloriously, and, forced to fly from the city, he became 
a wanderer and an exile. Ferdinand triumphed; 
but a collision between his pretensions and the free 
institutions of Bohemia was inevitable. The nobles 
resisted the Ernperor^s edicts, and tossed his commis- 
sioners out of the windows of the Green Chamber of 
the palace. This act was the first deed of violence 
of the thirty ycars^ war, which hence began, nor ended 
till all Germany was devastated, andBohemia enslaved. 

We set out on a brief drive round the town, to 
view the spots where these scenes had taken place. 
Leaving our hotel, w-e passed through the crowded 
and trading Alstadt, and crossed the bridge wdiich 
connects the Klein Seite with the city. On this stands 
the statue of St. John Nepoinuk, who, the legend says, 
was thrown from that spot into the Moldau below, 
for refusing to betray to Wcnceslaus IV. secrets 
confided to him by his Queen in the confessional. 
A constellation of five stars was observed to hover 
over the water, exciting the curiosity and terror of the 
pious j so that at last the river w as dragged ; the 
body of the saint was found, and received honourable 
interment — though not canonization until some cen- 
turies after. Such is the legend; but the true 
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history of this saint, as Mr. Reeve* relates it, differs 
materially, and is curious. He tells us, he perished 
a martyr to church reform : — During the contests 
between AVcnceslaus IV. and the then Archbishop of 
Prague (John of Genzstein, afterwards Patriarch of 
Alexandria), with regard to certain matters of church 
property, the prelate was vigorously supported by 
his Vicar-General, Johanko von Pomuk, upon whom 
the King wreaked his vengeance ; and the spot is 
still shewn where he was thrown into tlie river. This 
event took place in 1381 , and was soon forgotten by 
the people. Time, how<!vcr, rolled on ; John lluss 
perished in the flames sit Constance, and, as’ his 
schism was followed by tlie larger portion of the 
Bohemian nation, St. John Huss became an object 
of po])ular reverence. I have seen hymns in his 
honour, which were sung in chui’chcs even towards 
the close of the sixteenth ccntuiy. But when the 
Jesuits were installed at Ih’aguc, to extirpate th(^ 
Bohemian heresies, they found it useful to have 
a St. John of their own. The legend of St. John 
Nepomuk was invented ; his relics were shew n ; an 

* In preparing these letters for the press, I have consulted some 
papers entitled “Sketches of Bohemia and the Selavonian Provinces of 
the Austrian Empire,'^ by Henry Reeve, Esq., published in the 
18th and 19tij vols. of the Metropolitan Magazine. They arc 
admirably written, and it is greatly to be regretted that they do not 
proceed to a greater length, and are lost in a Magazine. 
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epic poem, the Nepomuccidon, was composed by 
the Jesuit Percicus in his honour in 1729; he was 
canonized, and his fame spread with amazing rapidity 
throughout the Catholic Church. These honours 
arc now so intimately connected with the system in 
which they originated, that I once heard a distin- 
guished Bohemian declare that no good could befal 
his country till St. John Nepornuk was once more 
thrown into the Moldau.^^ jMeanwhilc, he has become 
the guardian saint of bridges; his statue, surmounted 
by the image of the hve miraculous stars, in a more 
or less rude form, finds a place on almost every 
bridge of Catholic Germany, as it docs here on the 
Bridge of Prague — on the very spot whence he was 
thrown. 

In the Klein Seite the nobles had their palaces, and 
we saw that of the princely Wallenstein : coiled as 
it were round the foot of the imperial rock,^^ * to make 
room for which a hundi’ed humbler houses were 
rased. Wallenstein, who had arrived at mid life in 
comparative obscurity, first came forward in a con- 
spicuous manner in the Bohemian war. His immense 
riches were principally derived from the confiscations 
of the expelled and exiled Hussites. When some 
years after his command was taken from him, he 
built this palace, where he lived in princely gran- 


♦ Mr. Reeve. 
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deur, feeding his imagination with dreams of yet 
higher glory, ministered to him by Scni the astro- 
loger. It was in early life, during his residence at 
the University of Padua, that Wallenstein first heard 
from the Professor Argoli that the stars above echoed 
the cherished dreams of his own heart. , There is no 
trace, we are told, that Wallenstein ever followed any 
particular directions emanating from the stars * ; 
but the knowl(;dge that they ])redictcd greatness 
biased his imagination, strengthened his resolutions, 
and made him boldly entiu* on a career from whicli 
a man of luwli(;r liopes had shrunk. 

The stars foretold greatness to Wallenstein ; did 
they foretell, obscurely, so that he could not decix>hcr 
their true meaning, that be should obtain that, the 
want of which made Alexander weep — a poet to 
illustrate his deeds? This gi*catncss was perhaps 
written in the starry scroll, whose real meaning he 
could not decii)her, and so aimed at a success that 
ended in defeat, but w'hich, by means of Schiller, 
has become immortal glory. Such lights as well as 
shadow^s lure us on under the form of regarded or 
despised presentiments. 

** I would not call them 
Voices of warning that announce to us 
Only the inevitable.’* 


Life of Wallenstein by Colonel Mitchell. 
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Wallenstein has been peculiarly fortunate in 
having two poets; for Coleridge^s translation of 
Schillcr^s tragedy, giving the German poetry an 
English poetic form, causes him to belong to both 
countries. 

Dark shadows for centuries have obscured the 
name of Wallenstein ; amidst the uncertain there is 
enough of certain to form a hero both in good and 
ill ; but the chief good, which places him side by 
side with his illustrious rival, Gustavus Adolphus, 
was his religious toleration, in an age of bitter, cruel, 
unrelenting religious persecution. 

Passing this extensive palace, we ascended the 
height on which the Hradschin is situated; old 
princely Prague, the native city of the savage Ziska, 
of the martyred Huss, and of generations of resolute, 
free, and noble citizens, lay beneath in sleepy decay. 
It is impossible not to ponder upon the world^s fate. 
Had the Prince Palatine been a hero ; had Wallenstein, 
by birth a Ihiheniian, not fallen in his youth into the 
hands of the Jesuits; had he grown u]) as he was 
baptized, a Lutheran, would not Eohemia have been 
able to maintain its political and religious liberty? 
Would not the thirty years’ war have been crushed 
in the egg ? would not Germany, which has never 
recovered the devastation and massacres of that 
period, have continued flourishing and become free ? 
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and might the Huguenots, so supported, not have 
been quite crushed in France. 

But Frederick was an empty coward, Wallenstein 
a pupil of the Jesuits, and the world is as it is. 

Our coachman went a little out of his way up the 
river, to shew us where a suspension bridge is hung 
across the Moldau ; but disdaining the modern in- 
vention, we caused the horses^ heads to be turned, 
and rccrossed the bridge of St. John Nepomuk, 
that we might view the traces of the bombardment 
of the gate by the Swedes ; the defaced ornaments 
and battered ap])earanc6 still recall that time. J 
was very sorry to see no more, but though thus 
an outside view was all I caught of this ])icturesqae 
and ancient city, — its mosque-likfj churches, the dark 
pile of the old royal palace, its deserted mansions, and 
noble river, form a living scene in my memory never 
to be effaced. The day we come to a ])lace wliich 
we have long heard and read of, is an (u*a in our 
lives ; from that moment the very name calls up a 
picture.^’* The stilly evening shed golden rays over 
dome, tower, and minaret, and brightencjd the wide 
waters of the river. I returned with regret to our 
hotel. 

* Rogers’s Italy,” 


B 3 
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LETTER II. 

MUlchen. — Budwcis. — liiiiz. 

Friday, Sept. 2. 

We hired a lohn-kutscher to take us to Budweis — 
about sixty miles — which was to occupy two days : for 
this we arc to pay, including drmk-gdt, forty-four 
florins. I ought to mention, that the coachman 
w^ho took us from Dresden to Prague, refunded the 
overcharge of two thalers made by the fellow em- 
ployed by him to take us through the Saxon Swit- 
zerland. 

1 must tell you that the Germans look down on 
the voituriers as people of the lowest grade of society. 
One German master at Kissingen, who made the 
bargain with the man who took us to Lcipsic, 
actually spoke to him w ith the er — ^thc third person 
singular — ^than which no greater insult can be ima- 
gined. These distinctions are di’oll, vailing as they 
do in different comitiies. Tlie Germans do not 
address each other with the plm’al you, as is our 
custom : thou denotes affection and familiarity. The 
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common mode of speaking to friends^ acquaintances, 
servants, shopkeepers — ^to eveiybody indeed — is the 
third person plural, sie, they : your own dog you 
treat with the duy thou; the dog of your enemy 
with cr, or he. The Germans liavc a habit of 
staring quite', inconceivable — I speak, of course, of 
the people one chances to meet travelling as we do. 
For instance, in IJk*. common room of an hotel, if a 
man or woman there have nothing else to do, they 
will fix their eyes on you, and never take them off 
for an hour or more. There is nothing rude in tlieir 
gaze, nothing particularly inquiring, though you 
suppose it must result from curiosity: perhaps it docs; 
but their eyes follow you with peitinacity, without 
any change of expression. At llabcnau, and other 
country j)laces, the little urchins would congregate 
from the neighbom’ing cottages, follow us about, u]» 
the hills, and beside the waterfall, form a ring and 
stare. A magic word to get rid of them is very 
desirable : here it is — ask one of them, Was will 
er “What does Zie want The er is irresistible — 
the little wretches feel the insult to their very back- 
bone, and make off at once. That the hUchers en- 
dure the er is astonishing. I could not address them 
so : for surely it is the excess of inhumanity as well as 
insolence to use a form of speech that denotes con- 
tempt to persons who have never offended you. With 
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the starers it is otherwise ; they do offend grievously, 
and one has a full riglit to get rid of them at almost 
any cost. 1 will j ust add, that except the under-driver 
who had charge of us during our tour through the 
Saxon Switzerland, we have not had reason to com- 
plain of our German hutchers-- nor any reason to be 
pleased : they are quiet to sullcnness ; never gave u]) 
a point ; and never seemed to care whether we were 
pleased or not. However, under this sort of sulky 
a])atliy there lurked an aptitude for getting into the 
most violent rage, if* their pockets arc touched, which 
was very startling, as compjfred with the absence of 
all ex])ressioii of kindly feeling. 

We set out fi’om IVague in the morning, not 
quite as early as we ought, which disturbed the 
order of our travelling — a liiet diflBcult to instil into 
the minds of some travellers, — but in voitiirier tra- 
velling the whole comfort depends on an early de- 
parture. It seems that if a certain portion of work, 
with certain rests, arc to occupy the day, it docs not 
much matter how these arc portioned out. It is 
not so ; and experience shows an early departure in 
the morning and an early arrival in the evening to 
be the only arrangement that makes this method of 
travelling at all comfortable. We set out late, and 
we had a carriage provided, uncomfortable from its 
extreme smallness : it was, indeed, a mere hack 
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drosky, taken from the streets; one person only 
could sit outside, and four were exceedingly confined 
for room inside. 

The weather continued fine and warm ; and now 
in the heart of Bohemia, we looked inquiringly 
abroad to see how a j)oi*tion of carth„with a name 
sounding to our western ears strange and even 
mysterious, differed from any other. AVe saw few 
distinctions — the villages were low-built and dirty ; 
the towns rather pleasing in their appearance, looking 
airy, with a large square or market-place in the midst, 
surrounded by low whitc^houscs. llill and dale sur- 
rounded us, consisting of a good deal of pasture; but 
the circumstance that chiefly struck us ^vas, that we 
saw not a trace of the residence of any landed pro- 
prietor, no chateau, no country seat, no park, nor 
garden. We saw no house which any but a peasant, 
or in tlui infrecpient towns, that any but one in an 
under grade of life, could inhabit. I cannot in my 
ignorance explain either the meaning or results of this 
state of things. Perhaps it arises from the circum- 
stance, that the domains of the Bohemian nobility arc 
so large that they arc rather small tributaiy states.* 
The nobles possess ample privileges ; and some 
among them, who belong to the old native families, 
are truly patriotic, and devote themselves to the good 


* Mr. Reeve. 
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of their tenants, who arc almost their subjects ; but 
Prince Swarzenberg and Prince Mctteniich, w^ho are 
among the richest landed proprietors of the province, 
are certainly absentees ; and probably the list of such 
is considerable. However this may be, and what- 
ever may be ^ the cause, we looked out eagerly, as 
we crawled slowly along, for traces of the habita- 
tions of gentry — a race more imy)ortant often to the 
prosperity of a country than the nobility — but we 
saw none. 

We expected to sleep at Tabor — our kutcher 
had so desigiuid, but our late setting out changed 
his views. Tliis annoyed us; and one of our party, 
familiar witli German— of no great use, since the 
man was a Bohemian — sat hy him and gave him 
kirch-wasser and cigars, and used what verbal 
eloquence he could, to persuade him that we might 
get on to Tabor. The man drank the kirch-icasser, 
smoked the cigars, and said nothing; while wx* 
hoped, in accordance to the old saying, that silence 
gave consimt. At about ten o’clock we arrived at a 
miserable-looking village, with a worse-looking inn 
— such as carters and waggoners might frequent. 
With difficulty, for the entrance was encumbered 
and tortuous, we entered the court-yard. We sat in 
silent despair ; but it w as neccssaiy to yield. I was 
taken up a broken staircase to a barn-looking room, 
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With a number of beds in it — it was the only 
sleeping-room. A handsome, proud-looking girl, 
the daughter of the house, with a hand-maiden 
under her, began to arrange my bed. The people 
in the south of Germany are not disinclined, when 
generous, to gi^ e you a clean under slfcct ; but the 
upper one is double and encases the quilt, and this 
they do not think it necessaiy to change. I sum- 
moned all my German, consisting but of single 
words; schrmizig, or dirty, applied to the sheet, 
made the girl angry; but, on my insisting on 
having another, sJie coiftplied with the air of an 
offended empress. My maid sl(*])t in the same 
room. I never dared ask how my companions 
passed the night — ^the beds were taken for tliem out 
of my room. However, they gf)t an excellent 
supper (of which I was too tired to partake) of 
venison — not a common thing in Bohemia; for 
usually we only got a disastrous huhn (a fowl), 
rather drier and tougher than deal chips. The 
name of this village >vas Miilchen. Our bill was 
six florins and a half. I mention these ])rices ; for 
they show, as they vary from one end of Germany 
to another, sometimes the value of money, some- 
times the inclination to extort. The schein money 
still continues; so you w'ill understand that a bill 
was brought in for more than sixteen florins, which. 
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multiplying by two and dividing by five, we reduced 
to the real demand in florins Miinz. This sort of 
currency probably springs from tlic Austrian money 
introduced by conquest being of too higli value for 
the poverty of Bohemia, who adhered to their own 
inferior coin, with a new name. 

The ])eoj)le of Bohemia, such as we saw them, are 
better-looking than the j)casantry of those parts of 
Germany which we had visited ; but there is nothing 
j)articularly attractive about them. It is impossible, 
however, to judge fairly even of the siirfacii of a 
people whose language one does not understand. 
The Bohemians do not (expect to be understood by 
strangers, unless they can themselves speak German ; 
and they ar(i too litth; conversant with foreigners to 
take any sort of ijiterest in them. Their manner was 
abrupt and decided, with a mixture of sullen disdain : 
dirty enough th(‘y arc, and very poor. The Bohe- 
mians are, indeed, singularly cut ofi' from the rest of 
the earth. Their language is exclusively their own — 
not understood beyond the boundary. Except to 
visit Prague, and one or two of their Baths, no 
strangers enter their country. From what I can 
gather, they bear the marks of a conquered i)eople, 
adhering to the customs and practices of their fore- 
fathers, forgotten cvcry^vhere else — satisfied wuth 
themselves— averse to improvement, which, indeed, 
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has no avenue by which to reach them — they re- 
member that they w'cre once free, though they have 
forgotten that they w^cre Protestants. 


3d Septkmber. 

We still proceeded, not a little .weary — thcr 
drosiky ivas so very uncomfortable — over hill and 
dale, and through miserable villages, or now and 
then a larger town, wdth its wide squrn’e and long 
range of low houses. We stoj)])ed at a better- 
looking inn than that of MUlclicn for our mid-day 
meal, but fared worse; the only thing they could 
give us was the unfortunate Irnhi, against which we 
had made many violent resolutiojis, and now entered 
many vain ])rotests ; this, and the absence of bread — 
for I cannot give that name to tlu' sour, black, 
damp, uneatable substauci; they brought as such — 
made our meals very like a Barmecide feast. Nor 
was the table graced with clean linen ; but to this 
we had become painfully accustomed. 

We rolled on. The weather was beautiful; the 
country was pleasing without being striking. 

Tlie day^s journey was long; we entered Budw^is 
late, by moonlight. This is a large towm ; and by 
this light, there was something singular in the 
appearance of its extensive market-place, siuTOundcd 
by arcades. The Goldenc Sonne is marked by 
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Murray as good, and we had no reas’on to alter 
this decision. The hostess was a tall, large woman, 
of resolute and abrupt manners ; she spoke German 
readily, and, uncommon in Germany, served us with 
expedition, but with an authoritative and con- 
descending manner, which amused us very much. 

Wc inquired, and found that there was no loco- 
motive on the railroad, that it was drawn by horses ; 
that it set out at three in the morning, and that wc 
should reach Linz the next day. We sent to take 
our places, and made a great mistake in not securing 
an exclusive extra as »the Americans call it — a 
coach and horse all to ourselves, which we might 
have obtained at a slight extra ex])cnsc, and wc 
should have been ])erfectly comfortable. Our five 
places cost fifteen florins, and wc had to pay seven 
extra for luggage; which, considering the quantity 
wc had, was dear. Onr bill at Budweis for supper 
and beds, and a cuj) of coffee in the morning, was 
eleven florins — nearly double the bill at Miilchcn, 
and, comj)ared even with Prague, dear. 


SiSPTEMBEn 4 tu. 

We did not go to bed till nearly twelve. We 
were to rise at two ; and at the blast of a trumpet 
wc were awakened. You must know, besides its 
glass, Prague is famous for the manufacture of brass 
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wind instruments, and P — bought a trumpet for 
sixteen florins (thirty-two shillings): to prevent all 
possibility of any of the party not shaking off 
slumber at the right moment, he blew a blast which 
must have astonished all the sleepers in the inn. 

We again traversed the ghost iy-lo(Jiing white 
market-place of Budweis by the light of the unset 
moon, and took our places in one of the carriages on 
the railroad. Bay soon struggled through the shades 
of night, quenched the moonbeams, and disclosed the 
face of earth. 1 never recollect a more dclightfid di’ive 
than the hundred miles botween Budweis and Linz : 
each hour the scene giiins in beauty — ^from fertile and 
agreeable, it becomes interesting, then pictui’csque ; 
and at last it presents a combination of beauty which 
I never saw e(juallt;d. 1 hurry over the miles, as our 
carriages were hurried along the railroad, which having 
an inclination down toward Linz, went very fast — I 
huriy on, and speak briefly of the c\’er-varying pano- 
rama of distant mountain, wood-clothed upland and 
fertile plain, all gay in sunshine, which we commanded 
as we were whirled along the brink of a chain of hills. 

I never can forget the glorious sunstd of that evening. 
We were on the height of a mountain. 

At whose vcrtlaut feet 

A spacious plain, outstretched in circuit wide, 

Lay pleasant.”——* 


♦ Paradise Regained. 
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As wc descended towards Linz, the sun dropped low 
in the heavens. The prospect was extensive j varied 
by the lines of wooded hills and majestic mountains, 
and towering above, on the horizon, was stretched the 
range of the Salzbiu’g and Stjnrian Al])s. The Danube 
wound through the varied ])lain below; the town 
of Linz was upon the banks, and a bridge spanned 
the river; above, it swejjt under liigh j)rcci])ices — 
below, it flowed majestically on ; its glittering waves 
were seen afar giving that life and sublimity to 
the landscape which it never acquires without the 
addition of ocean, lake, or river — water, in short, in 
some magnificent form. Goldim and crimson, the 
clouds waited on the sun, now dazzling in brightness ; 
and now, as that sunk behind the far horizon, stretch- 
ing away in fainter and fainter hues, reflected by 
the broad river below. The to\^^i of Linz was a point 
or resting ])lace for the eye, wliich addi‘d much to 
the harmony and j)crfection of the landsca})c. I 
held my breath to look. My heart had tilled to the 
brim wuth delight, as, sitting on a rock by the lake 
of Como, I had w^atched the sunlight climb the 
craggy mountains o])positc. The effect of this even- 
ing — when instead of up, 1 looked down on a wide- 
spread scene of glorious beauty, was different ; yet 
so poor is language, that 1 know not how to paint 
the difference in words. I had never before been 
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aware of all the awe the spirit feels when w e are 
taken to a mountain top, and behold the earth 
spread out fair at our feet : nor of the delight a 
traveller receives when, at the close of a day^s travel, 
he — 

Obtains ibo brow of some high-climbing hill, ^ 

AVhich, to his eye, discovers unawares 
The goodly prospect of some foreign land 
First seen ; or sonic renowned metropolis, 

WMth glistening sjiircs and pinnacles adorned, 

AV^hich now the setting sun gilds with his beams.” * 

It was dark wluin wq descended into the to^vn : 
as we crossed the bridge, the waters of the Danube 
gleamed htmeath the hills. 

We repaired to the hotel of tlu^ Goldcncr Lowe, 
which we find comfortable and good. 

* Milton. Do these lines, in tho ** Paradise Lost,” refer in the 
poet's mind to his first view of Florence ? It seems very }>robuble. 
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LETTER III. 

Tlic Traun, — The (Jniundcn-scc. — Ishl. — St. Wolfgang Lake. — 
Sal/biii^. 

Monday, September 5th. 

The train of tlic railroad started at two in the 
afternoon for Giuuuden: we thus liad a few hours 
to s})are. One of our ^party climbed the heights 
above Linz, to feast his eyes on tlie view which had 
enchanted me the preceding evening. There is no 
circumstance in travelling, consequent on my narrow 
means, that I regret so much, as my being obliged to 
deny myself hiring a carriage when I arrive at a 
strange town, and the not being able to drive about 
everywhere, and sec evciything. I wandered about 
the town, and stood long on the bridge, drinking in 
the beauty of the scene, till the soul became full 
to the brim with the sense of delight. The river is 
indeed magnificent; with s])ecd, yet with a vast- 
ness that renders speed majestic, it hurries on 
the course assigned to it by the Creator. Never, 
never had 1 so much enjoyed the glory of earth. 
The Danube gives Linz a superiority over a thou- 
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sand scenes otherwise of equal beauty. Standing 
on the bridge, above is a narrow pass, hedged^ in 
by high sombre rocks, and the river sweeps, 
darkening as it goes, beneath the gloomy shadows 
of the precipices; below, it flows in a mighty 
stream through a \'alley of wide cx})a«sc, till you 
lose sight of it at the base of distant moun- 
tains. 1 should liked to have stayed some days at 
Linz : I gi’ievcd also not to b(r going by steam to 
Vienna. 

Oui‘ drive by the railroad to Gmunden was 
delightful. Wc had a little Carriage to ourselves. Our 
road lay through a valley watered ])y a stream, and 
adorned by woods ; it was a sequestered home-felt 
scene; while the high distant mountains redeemed it 
from tameness. After the sandy deserts of Prussia, 
and the bumt-up country round Dresden, the 
freshness and greem of a pastoral valley, thc^ 
murmur of streams and rivulets, the delightful 
umbrage of the trees, imparted a sensfj of peace and 
amenity that la])ped me in Elysium. We changed 
the train at Lambach, a quiet shady village. We 
had bargained that we should be allowed to 
visit the falls of the Traun on our way. It was 
evening before we reached the spot, and the falls arc 
nearly a mile from the road; we had no guide, but 
were told we could not miss the way. Our path lay 
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through a wood^ and as twilight deepened we some- 
times doubted whether we had not gone astray 
through the gloom of the thicket. You know that a 
mile of unknown road, with some suspicion hovering 
in the mind as to whether you arc in the right j)ath, 
becomes at least three, or rather one feels as if it 
would never end. We came at last to the brink of 
the precipice above the river, and descended by steps 
cut in the rock. We thus reached the lower part of 
the fall. With some difficulty, it being so late, the 
Miller w^as found, and meanwhile wx clambered to the 
points of rock from w hich the cascade is viewed. It 
was dim twilight, with the moon quietly moving 
among the summer clouds, and shedding its silver 
on the w^aters. The river winding above through a 
w(K)ded ravine comes to an abruj)t rocky descent, over 
which it falls with foam and spray. The drought had 
reduced the supply of w ater ; a portion also is carried 
off for the purpose of traffic — a wooden canal being 
constructed to allow' the salt barges to ascend and 
descend the Traun without interruption from the 
cascade. This canal is on an inclined plain, and it 
w^ould be very delightful to rush dow^n : w e could 
not, as there w’as no boat ; but for six swanzikers (six 
eight})cnces) the sluices were shut and the water, 
blocked up, tunied to feed and augment the fall. 
Tlic evening hour took from the accuracy of our 
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view, but added immeasurably to its charm; the 
mysterious glittering of the spray beneath the 
moon ; the deep shadows of the rocks and trees ; 
the soft air and dashing waters — ^licre was the reward 
for infinite fatigue and inconvenience ; here we 
grasped an hour which, when the memory of every 
discomfort has become almost a pleasure, will endure 
as one of the sweetest in life. Our carriage all the 
time was waiting for us by the road-side, so we tore 
ourselves away. We procured a boy with a lantern 
to guide us on our return through the wood ; and, 
reaching the road, away ^ we sped along the rails. 
Our moonlit view, as wc went, was pregnant with 
a sense of placid enjoyment, being j)icturcsquc but 
gentle in its features of wood, village, and glimmer- 
ing stream ; while the dai’k and gloomy Traunstcin 
rose frowning before our path. We reached Gmun- 
^cn late, and found a veiy comfortable inn ; it had 
a court ill the middle and an open balcony on the 
different floors, into which a number of cell-like rooms 
opened. AVe had a good supper of fish from the 
lake, and the comfortable promise of a steam-boat 
at eleven the next morning; so there was no need 
for anxiety with regard to early rising. 


VOL. II. 
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September 6th. 

We fared sumptuously this morning on fish and 
game ; our bill was therefore comparatively high — 
thirteen florins ; it had been the same at Linz. The 
cost of the raiboad to Gmunden, for which we had a 
carriage for four to ourselves and a place in one of 
the diligences of the train for my maid, was thirteen 
florins ; wx had to paj^^ three extra for our luggage. 

But enough of these matters. Now for another 
scene, which will ever dwell in my memory, coloured 
by the softest tints, yet sublime — the lake of Gmun- 
den. As the steamer carried us away from the town, 
which appeared noisy and busy after Bohemia, we 
might believe that we broke our link with vulgar earth 
— ^the waters spread out before us so solitary, so tran- 
quil. The lofty crags of the Traunstcin rose on our 
left — bare, abrupt, and dark — awhile the sunlight 
varied its shadows as we moved on; opposite, the 
lake was bounded by grassy hills, speckled with 
villages and spires, with here and there a cove, half 
shut in by precipitous rocks, half accessible through 
shady thickets, with green sloping sward do^m to 
the watcr^s edge. These bays had a sequestered 
appearance, as if the foot of man had never dese- 
crated their loneliness. By one of those unexplain- 
able impulses of the mind, which spring up spon- 
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taneously and nnlooked for, a sense of the beauty 
of the Greek mythology was awakened in me, moie 
vivid, more real than I had ever before experienced. 
As the poet* says, I could, while looking 

** On that pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make mo less forlorn 

of dryad hiding among the trees; of nymph 
gazing at her own beauty in the lucid wave ; of an 
immortal race — in short, tlui innocent offspring of 
nature, whose existence was love and enjoyment; 
who, freed from the prirmeval curse, might haunt this 
solitary spot. Why shoiild not such be? If the 
earthly scales fell from our eyes, sliould wo not per- 
ceive that ^^all the regions of nature swarm with 
spirits, and affirm, wuth Milton, that — 

" Millions of spiritual creatures walk t!»c earth 
Unseen, both when we wake and when wc sleep.” 

It is easier for the imagination to conjure such up 
in spots uiitrod by man, so to people with love and 
gratitude what would otherwise be an unsentient 
desert. Not that I would throw contempt on the 
pleasm*es of the animal creation, nor even on those 
of tree, or herb, or flower, which merely enjoys a 
conscious life, and in its pride of beauty feels happy, 
and, as it decays, peacefidly resigns existence. But 
this docs not satisfy us, who are born to look beyond 

c 2 


♦ Wordsworth. 


t Addison. 
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the grave, and yearn to acquire knowledge of spiri- 
tual essences. 

I cannot tell you the sacred plcasui*e with which I 
brooded over these fancies, wliich were rather sensa- 
tions than thoughts, so heartfelt and intimate were 
they. I scarce dared breathe, and longed to linger 
on our w'ay, so not so quickly to put from my lips 
the draughts of happiness which I imbibed. 

You may remember that this was the spot that 
poor 8ir Humphry Davy visited daring his last 
painful illness : many hours he bc^gnlled fishing in 
the str(‘ams that fall intOi the lake. Happ}^, or in 
sorrow', 1 hope to rctuni, and spend a summer 
in this neighbourhood: joy would be more than 
doubled, and grief softened into resignation, amidst 
scenes w^hich, among many beautiful, excrcis(‘d a 
power over my imagination I never felt before. 
How' deeply I regret not having spent the season 
here instead of at Kissingen and Di'esdcn ; but last 
summer in Wales so blended the idea of deluges of 
rain with mountain scenery, that the search of 
health, a wush to sec some friends, and a longing to 
behold strange cities, made us prefer the North. 
Regret is useless now^ Shall I ever have a sunny 
summer, when I may choose at will a retreat ? If I 
have, it will be spent here. 

The scenery round the lake increased in wildness 
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and sublimity as we lost sight of Gmundcn. I was 
very soriy when our one-hour's voyage was over, ard 
wc landed at Ebcnsce. Here a sort of large car 
waited for the passengers, and wc drove up a wooded 
gl(‘n, through which the Triiun flowed — a mountain 
torrent, broken by rocks — to Ishl. This*is a fashion- 
able bathing-place : it is situated in a deep valley, 
surrounded by hills; though beautiful, it had not 
the charm of the .scenes we had just left ; indeed, a 
lake amidst mountains must always exceed a grassy 
valley : tho’c is a magic charm in the notion of a 
cot on the verdant, woodod banks of a lomdy lake — 
Th(‘ boat di’awn ii]) in a neighbouring cove — the shel- 
tering mountains gathering around. However, Ishl 
presents e\C(’llent head-(juarters for excursions in 
this neigld)OMrhood. 

\Vc here .seriously discussed our future progress. 
A di'sij'e to visit an Italian lake, as yet unknown, 
made us select tlic Brenner pass and the Lago di 
Garda for our entrance into the Peninsula. The 
extreme beauty of the country in w^hich we are, makes 
us desire to see as much of it as possible ; and various 
names, the lake of Hallstadt and Bad Gastcin, hung 
before, to lure us towards them. But we cannot 
linger ; and, on making inquiries, it seems that, 
unless wc make excursions perfectly indiipendcnt of 
our ultimate bourne, w^e cannot visit these spots, — 
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in short, that to do so we ought to spend a 
summer, choosing some head-quarters, from which 
to diverge in different radii ; but that to go to 
Venice, we must abide by a known and frequented 
road. 

I gave up the idea of a prolonged stay in this 
neighbourhood with exceeding regret; but when 
resolved to proceed, many difficulties presented 
themselves. The people of the hotel at Ishl, which 
was large, new, clean, and good, but at the moment 
nearly empty, were resolved that we should spend 
at least one night there, and neither post-horses 
with carriage, nor voituriers, could be procured, — 
being a fine day, they declared that eveiy horse had 
been takcu out by various parties of visitors for pic- 
nics and excursions. This was a renewal of the 
scene at Schandau. W c ought to have yielded at 
once, and been satisfied to make an agreement for 
setting out the following morning; but we were 
stubborn, and much time was very disagreeably 
taken up by the struggle ; and the dogged obstinacy 
and mde sullenness of the people exasperated some 
among us very much. They had the best of it 
however, and we were forced to resign ourselves to 
remain the night : a change then came, almost 
magical ; the people, late so rude, were all courtesy ; 
and sullenness tm*ncd into obligingness. Nor were 
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they bent on extortion: our bill altogether was 
seventeen florins. 

Being now at peace in our minds, we wandered 
for some time beside the Ishl. If wc had been 
transported suddenly to this spot, we had been 
enchanted ; but wc had passed through, more beau- 
tiful scenery to reach it. There were a good many 
visitors : among them, Maria Louisa, a woman who 
might have been respected among women ; but she 
forfeited her privilege. 


• September 27 . 

The drive from Ishl to Salzburg was delightful. 
The road, for a considerable space, bordered tiie 
St. Wolfgang Lake. At the head of the lake, th(‘ 
horses rested for an hour ; and my friends took a boat, 
and went on it to bathe, I joined them afterwards. 
There was not the same charm in this lake as in the 
Gmunden-sec. I cannot tell you why; for 1 find no 
language to express difierences which arc immense to 
our perceptions, and yet vary little in the description. 
Both present a wide exj)anse of water, surrounded by 
precipitous mountains or grassy banks. This, too, 
was grand, and solitary, and beautiful, but less softly 
inviting — less, as it were, holy in its calm, and, at 
the same time, less cheerful in its aspect — than the 
6munden-see. 
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WTiat will you say to me when I say that Salzburg 
surpassed all? It has indeed been pronounced to 
be the most beautiful spot in Germany. Where- 
fore ? It has not the majestic Danube, as at Linz, 
sweej)irig under dark, overhanging cliffs, and winding 
through a spacious valley, till lost to sight beneath 
distant mountains : it has not a lake sheltered by 
hills, with bay and inlet sacred to the sprites. It is 
observed that one of the most admirable features of 
a scene is where lofty mountains and an extensive 
plain unite. Tliis is rare : usually mountains inclose 
a ravine, or valley, or lake • and the scenery around 
Salzburg is a specimen on the grandest scale in the 
world of this mixture. 

Imagine a vast, fertile, various plain, half-encircled 
by mighty mountains — ^those near the town are 
abrupt cliffs, which tower above, crowned by castle 
and convent— with a river sweeping round their base; 
others, high and picturesque, but of softer forms, and 
wooded ; and then, high above all, craggy, gigantic 
Alps — not the highest, for at this summer season 
scarcely a north -turned peak has preserved its snow, 
but still stupendous — some showing their dark, 
beetling sides, like Cader Idris, but on a larger 
scale; others, wuth what in Switzerland are called 
aiguilles^ their spire-like peaks seeking the upper 
skies. Remember, we saw all this beneath a bright 
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sun, the air so dry and pure that every crag and 
cleft was distinct on the face of the hills at^ an 
immense distance. The ])lain itself has a richer and 
more cheerful and rural appearance than any I have 
seen since I left England. The beauty of its meadows 
and gardens, the frequency of its cottntry-houscs, 
the indescribable variety of the landscape, enchant 
the eye. What a summer might here be spent ! — 
what a life, I would say, had not society and home a 
claim ; — w(;rc it not a dream that we can be hap]iy 
only in the contemplation of nature, removed from 
all intercourse with our equals. Cut you see the 
magic cii'cle: Linz, Gmunden, Ishl — these are in 
Styria — ^then the district called the Salzkammergut. 
Such is the region in which I design, if I am ever 
able, to pass some long months, and to enjoy even 
more than I have ever yet done, the delight of 
exploring scenery unrivalled in the world. Yes; 
though the thought of Italy reproaches, and for life, 
I should not hesitate to choose between the two ; yet 
there is something more sublime, more grand, more 
mysterious, in this Alpine region ; which, as far as I 
have seen, I infinitely prefer to Switzerland. 

As we approached Salzburg, we found the fields 
and green uplands near the town alive with people. 
Horse-racing was going on 3 and the whole popula- 
tion had poui’ed out to see it, reproaching our dusty 

c 3 
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carriage and our fatigue by the gaiety of the 
equipages and the holiday trim of the spectators. 
I do not know anything more humbling to one^s 
self-conceit than arriving travel -tired and soiled 
amidst a crowd of well-dressed people ; so we looked 
another waj, and went right on to the inn. We 
found that the inauguration of the statue of Mozart 
and the anniversary of the century after his birth 
had been celebrated by three days of holiday at 
Salzburg — ^this, the last. It was a great pity we 
had not arrived the day before to hear one of his 
Operas; but we were U/o late. As a token of 
veneration for this greatest of all composers, Mr. 

p endeavoured to gain admission to the organ 

on which Mozart had played for years; but the 
absence of the person in authority prevented his 
success. 

The inn of the Erzherzog Carl is veiy good ; but 
our duties pressed on us. We could not linger, 
and we must make arrangements for our further 
progress. We ascertained here a fact, which we 
suspected before, that the addition which our party 
had received at Dresden, however delightful in other 
respects, spoiled the financial economy of our 
journey. Persons travelling in Austria without a 
carriage can, if four in number, secure a separat 
wapeny and obtain a clean carriage to convey them 
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post the whole way, at a slight advance on the price of 
the eilwagen ; but we were five — ^wc must, therefore, 
have two carriages, and the expense w’^as doubled. 
We did not find a voiturier much cheaper. Had we 
gone post, wc should have gone by Villach, and 
reached Venice in four or five days. 'But wc had 
set our hearts on the Lago di Garda, and that 
decided us. Wc made a bargain for two caleches, 
with a pair of horses to each, to take us over the 
Brenner to Trent, in five days and a half, for a 
hundred and forty florins.* We have now^ left the 
Miinz and schciri money, ^nd have passed from the 
Austrian to the Bavarian florin : this is a gain — the 
former is two shillings, the lalt(*r two francs ; and they 
arc worth the same in expenditure. Settling tins affair 
occupied us, at intervals, during the whole evening. 
Wc rambled a little about the town, Avhieh is 
remarkable for a large handsome square, with a 
fountain, built of white marble, and said to be the 
finest in Europe : it would be finer had it more 

* On this subject only Murray’s Hand-book seems to run tiiuJty — 
a lower price for voiture travelling is always named tlian 1 have found 
it possible to attain. It is easy to allege that we were imposed upon. 
It may bo so ; but it was difficult to believe this in some instances, 
where the bargain was made for us by friends, natives of the country. 
In the Hand-book of Italy this is the more remarkable, and I can 
speak with greater certainty. I do not know bow it may be with a 
single mail taking his place,— one among many, as it may chance,— 
but for a party, like ourselves, taking a whole carriage, the expense 
in proportion is far higher than he mentions. 
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water. The statue of Mozart is placed in another 
part of the square : it is of a large size, and striking. 
On account of the festival, there was no possibility 
of visiting the, Hons — every body was out. and all 
things closed. We wandered beyond the town, on 
the margin of the Salzer — an impetuous torrent, 
rushing at the foot of romantie crags. It is a region 
of enchanting beauty, which 1 shall leave with 
great regret. Still, it is much to have had this sort 
of Jlash-of-liylitnimj view of the lovely scenes we 
have lately passed through ; and I hope, some day, 
to visit them again at leisure. 
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LETTER IV. 

Eutrauce to the Tyiol. — Village Fete. — Pass Strub.— Swartz. — 
Itispruck. 

Mondiv, Stii Septemseh. 

We left Salzburg at ten tydock, on a fine sunny 
morning. We were about to penetrate the most 
celebrated ])assejs of the TjtoI, — and the name has 
magic in it. W«.: wound tlirough the plain of the 
ISalzkaHimcrgiit, hedged in by lofty mountains, that 
rise sheer and abrupt from the plain, without any 
aj)parent opening by which their recesses may be 
penetrated. The Tyrol is the most continuously 
mountainous district in Europe, Switzerland con- 
tains })lains and lakes — tlie Tyrol has only defiles 
and ravines, hedged in closely on all sides by 
precipice and mountain ; while, in the depths, the 
torrents from the hills unite and form rivers, which 
turn many a mill-wheel destined for domestic use, 
besides carrying the riches of the country (salt) 
down various canals, fed by them, till it reaches the 
Danube, Once, these streams wxre laden with the 
hopes — the fate — of the Tyrolese, and w atched with 
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beating hearts by the heroes about to combat for 
th^ir country — by the women and children who 
sjrmpathised with and aided the stronger sex in 
their glorious struggle. The night of the 8th 
April, 1809, was fixed on for the general rising of 
the peasantry against the French and Bavarians: 
the signal agreed upon was throwing saw^dust into 
the Inn, which floated down, and was seen and 
understood by the peasants. In addition to this, a 
plank with a little pennon was launched on the river 
and borne doum the stream, and hailed with enthu- 
siasm, as it carried the tidmgs that all w^ere about to 
rise to liberate their country. 

It is by these defiles — that of the Saal — and 
afterwards of the Inn — that travellers* reach the 
Brenner. We approached the mighty crags, and 
by degrees they closed around us, and we found 
ourselves in a ravine, with the Saal — a common 
name of a river in Germany — flowing through its 
depth. This sort of route is familiar to all who 
have travelled among mountains. Thus are these 
districts traversed. The chains of mountains arc 
intersected by ravines, and torrents work their way in 
the depth ; the road is carried along the margin — ^now 
ascending, now descending, now turning the huge 
shoulder of a hill, now penetrating into its recesses, 
according as the formation of the pass requires. 
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Soon after leaving Salzburg, wc came upon a strip 
of Bavarian territory; and it was ncccssaiy to stoj)^ at 
the last Austrian Custom-house^ to have our luggage 
loaded. Wliile this was being done, the sounds of a 
fiddle caused us to peep into the jiublic room of a 
little inn. A marriage was being celebrated, and 
dancing going on. A curious sight it was. The men 
are a handsome race, dressed as wc arc accustomed 
to see them represented — ^the jacket, tight breeches 
fastened at tlie knee, the sash round the waist, stock- 
ings and shoes, and high hat and feather, fonn a 
very becoming costume foT*a good figure. But, alas ! 
for the women : their waists arc })laccd up between 
their shoulders; their petticoats, short; a peaked 
man^s hat, like a ‘\^^clchwoman^s, coinjdctcs their 
ungainly appearance. Nor did 1 see any beauty: the 
youngest were weather-beaten and clumsy: they were 
destitute of all soft feminine grace, and seemed a 
cross between a boy and an old woman. The dancing 
is infinitely strange. They walz with impetuosity — 
with frenzy — ^interspersing their dance with certain 
capers, twists, hugs and leaps, which evidently excited 
great admiration : a Highland fling was nothing to 
it. We found Murray^s descrij)tion true to the letter, 
and were much amused. Remember, too, that amidst 
all the twirlings, springs, and kickings, in which they 
indulged, the dance was performed with a gravity 



40 


RAMBLES IN GERMANY 


worthy of a Parisian ball-room, and with infinite 
precision; no jostling; no romping; their capers 
were executed by rulf, and with perfect decorum. 

The pass we continued to penetrate — Pass Stmb, 
which forms the portal of the Tyrol — is one of the 
most beautiful in the world. We left the Saal ; and 
now crossing the huge shoulders of mighty hills, 
now thridding other deep gorges, we wound our tor- 
tuous way, till we should reach the Unter Innthal, or 
valley of the lower Inn. This night wc slept at Waid- 
ringen, a veiy rustic place ; but we were comfortable 
enough. Our fare was .»ild food : we had supper, 
our rooms, and coffee in the morning ; and our bill 
amounted to four Bavarian florins, for five persons. 

September 9. 

The Tyrol was ever celebrated for the beauty of 
its scenery, and the integrity and simplicity of its 
inhabitants. In 1780, Mr. Bcckford travelled here, 
and celebrates, in various of his inimitable Letters, 
^^thc Tyrol, a country of picturesque wonders.^^ 
" Herc,^’ he says, “ those lofty peaks, those steeps of 
wood I delight in, lay before us. Innumerable clear 
springs gushed out on every side, overhung by 
luxuriant shrubs in blossom ; soft blue vapours rest 
upon the hills, above which rise mountains that bear 
plains of snow into the clouds.” 
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The T3T0I is now endowed with a higher interest : 
it is hallowed by a glorious struggle, which gifts 
every rock, and prccij)icc, and mountain-stream, with 
a tale of wonder. 

The Tyrol became by inheritance a possession of 
the house of Hapsburgh as far back as tho*fourtccnth 
century. The princes of Austria showed themselves 
worthy sovereigns of this province. The internal 
government of the country was the object of wise 
legislation; and, in spite of the o])position of Pope 
and noble, and imperial city, the Tyrolese received 
the gift of a free constitu/ion, and governed and 
taxed themselves. These blessings arc guarded by 
the fact that the soil of the mountains is their own. 
There are no noble landlords to carry off the wealth 
of the country in the sha])e of rents, forcing the 
labourers to waste their lives in penury and toil, that 
they may squander in vice and luxury. The peasant 
possesses the land he cultivates. He is independent, 
pious, and honest. No mercenary troops have ever 
been hired among these mountains ; but the Tyrolese 
arc not unwarlike. They are devotedly attached to the 
House of Austria, which conferred their privileges, 
protected them, exacted few taxes, and in no way 
displayed the cloven foot of despotism, in this happy 
region. Their domestic government is carried on by 
themselves. They furnish a slight contingent to the 
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imperial armies^ which is looked upon as an opening 
to active life, and operates rather beneficially on the 
population. They are accustomed to the use of arms, 
for the militia is called out and exercised each year. 
They are a happy, brave, religious, free, and virtuous 
people. 

But what is all this to ambition ? It suited the 
views of Napoleon that the Tyrol should belong to 
Bavaria, when he raised it from an electorate to a 
kingdom ; and by the treaty of Presburg in 1805, 
Austria ceded, with reluctance it is true, but still it 
ceded, the best jewel of its crow n. The Tyrolese had 
lately, under the command of the Austrians, de- 
fended their passes against the Bavarians w ith heroic 
bravery — now they w^cre to become subjects of the 
inimical powTr. 

Their vciy hearts revolted against their change of 
masters. But they had far w^orse to suffer. Their 
new sovereign promised solemnly to govern them by 
their old laws, and to respect their institutions ; but 
no sooner w ere the Bavarian authorities established 
in the country, than these stipulations wxre basely 
violated. The constitution w as at once overthrown 
by a royal edict. Hitherto they had taxed them- 
selves ; now eight new and oppressive taxes were im- 
posed and levied with rigour. Convents and monas- 
teries were confiscated, their estates sold, and their 
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chalices and other sacred treasures seized, melted down, 
carried off. Not content with inflicting these wrongs 
and insults, Bavaria attempted to obliterate the very 
name of the Tyrol from the map of Europe. The 
district w^as divided into jwovinces, called after the 
various rivers which flowed through them. •The inha- 
bitants were ordered to change their language, and 
only permitted to use that of their forefathers for 
four more years. 

Napoleon, when tlic country rose against this 
misrule, declared “ the Bavarians did not know how 
to govern the Tyrolese, and*w'erc unworthy to reign 
over that noble countrv.^^ But these words only add 

V * 

greater heinousness to his crimes against them ; for 
his exactions on Bavaria were the primal cause of 
the heavy taxes — his exam])]c! had taught that the 
best way to tame a people was to give them new 
names, and change their local demarcations; and 
when they revolted against the tyranny which he 
himself declared unworthy, he punished without 
mercy the oppressed, wronged, and insulted insur- 
gents. 

What wonder that the TjtoIcsc detested their new 
rulers; or that, fondly attached to their old ones, 
they should hear and answxr vith enthusiasm the 
call of one of their ancient princes. When war 
again broke out between France and Austria, the 
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Archduke John called on the Tyrolese, in a spirited 
and exciting proclamation, to expel the French and 
Bavarians. With transport they prepared to obey. 
The country rose to a man : women and children 
assisted; carrying to the scattered pcasantiy the 
watchword, s'ist zeit^^ it is time,^^ which bade 
them at once assemble and prepare for action. 
Slightly aided by the Austrian regular troops, at the 
cost of many victories and some defeats, they drove 
the enemy from their country. 

But ])cacc was again to j)rove fatal to them. By 
the trejity that was «igncd after the battle of 
Wagram, they were ceded anew to Bavaria. What 
wonder that they shrunk from the hated yoke, whose 
weight they had before experienced, and almost 
without hope, yet resolved not to yield. They con- 
tinued the heroic struggle ; and in this last contest, 
their combats and their victories were even more 
wonderful than in the first instance. 

Eveiy portion of the route we traversed had been 
the scene of victory or defeat, and rendered illus- 
trious by the struggle for libei*ty. Our road lay 
through Unter Innthal, w^hich presented mountain 
scenery’^, infinitely various in aspect; — glen, w’ood, 
and stream ; — sunrise, noon, and sunset — shine and 
shadow- added perpetual changes to the ravines 
and their skreens of precipices. I confess there was 
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none of the charm of StjTia or the Salzkammergut. 
It was beautiful and sublime to pass through, to 
look upon, but the wish to take up my abode in any 
of these solitudes never presented itself to my mind. 
I have even seen passes I have admired more; it bears 
some resemblance to that of Saint Jean le jV/aurienne, 
for instance, on the way from Chablais to Mont 
Cenis ; but that is more beautiful from its walnut- 
trees and loftier Alps. 

We slept at Swartz —a town of sad celebrity in 
tin; wars of 1809. The Bavarians took it by storm, 
and were guilty of cruelties which the historian 
Hifuscs to depict, as too horrible and too sickening 
for his pages.* A new race has sprung up ; but the 
town has not rccov(?red its former pros])erity. 

The inn here is excellent ; it is kc^pt by Rainer, 
known in England as one of the Tyrolese minstrels. 
His rooms are clean and comfortable; we fared 
sumptuously, indulging in Rhenish wine. Our bill, 
with all this, was only ten florins, or thirteen shil- 
lings and fourpcnce, for all ; by which you may 
judge for how small a sum a man a]§ne, bent on 
economy, might make a tour of the Tyrol. 

Leaving Swartz, by degrees the pass widened, and 
from a height we saw Inspruck, white and nest-like, 
basking in the valley beneath. All this portion of 

* AHsod’b History of Europe. 
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the country was the theatre of many mortal combats 
between the Tyrolese and Bavarians and French, in 
iSOO. The town was taken and retaken several 
times ; the bridge of Hall, the Brenner, and Berg 
Isel, were the scenes of gallant exploits ; and the 
rustic chiefs of these hardy mountaineers were often 
victorious over officers, who, commanding disciplined 
troops, disdained the ill-armed and tumultuous pea- 
santiy with whom they had to contend. Dietfurth, 
a Bavarian colonel, liad boasted at Munich that, 
with his regiment and two squadrons of horse, he 
would disperse the raggc'il mob/^ He was wounded 
to death in one of the assaults, when Inspruck 
was taken ; and while lying in the guard-house of 
that city, singularly added to the enthusiasm of 
the pious, not to say superstitious, peasantry. He 
asked. Who had been their leader ? No one,” was 
the reply ; " we fought equally for God, the Empe- 
ror, and our native country.” That is surprising,” 
said Dietfurth ; “ for I saw him frequently pass me 
on a white horse,” These words caused the report 
to spread %it their patron saint, St. James, fre- 
quently celebrated in Spanish annals of Moorish 
wars for his white charger, had appeared in person to 
guard the city, placed under his especial protection. 

Besides this more modern source of interest, 
we were told to look with curiosity at an old castle, 
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from a higl^ window of which Wallenstein, then a 
page of the Margraf of Burgau, fell to the ground 
without hurting himself — an accident which was 
said to have sown in his mind the seeds of that 
superstitious reverence for his own fortune which 
followed him through life, and was the instigator of 
many of his exploits. Unfortunately for the fame 
of the castle, Wallcnstein^s biographers tell us that 
this story is a fiction ; that he was never page to the 
said nobleman ; never inhabited this castle. 

Inspruck, lying in the centre of a little plain, 
surrounded by Alps, with its tall stee])le and white 
walls, has a thousand times been painted, and is a 
sort of ideal of what these Alpine cities are. It is 
clean and fair ; one wide well -paved street, which 
midway enlarges into a square, runs the whole length. 
There is an immense hotel, usually thronged with 
travellers, as the road into Italy by Munich, and 
by the passes of the Tyrol or the Stelvio, is much 
frequented. We had a very good breakfast here, 
for which we paid as much as for sup])er, rooms, 
and breakfast the night before ; the numerous 
English have taught them high charges. Here we 
found some letters from England, and wrote answers, 
and rambled about, but saw not half of what 
we ought to have seen ^ in this capital of a free 
country. 
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LETTER V. 

The Pass of the Brenner. — Hofer. — Brcssanoiic. — Kgia. — Trent. — 
Riva. — Lago <li Garda. — Promontory of Sirmio. 

Immediately on leaving Inspruck we began the 
ascent of the Brenner. The road is being greatly 
improved; as long as we continued along the new 
portion, it w’as admirable, but we were forced to turn 
off very soon into the old road, now in a neglected 
state. The northern side of the Brenner is very 
dreary. For awhile we commanded a view of the 
plain of Inspruck, and its gem-like town ; but when 
a turn of the road hid this, we found om’sclvcs 
winding along beside a tiny rill, and spread around 
was a wild and dreaiy mountain side : a drizzling rain 
fell, which shut out the \dcw of the surrounding 
country. The people we met looked poor, and the 
villages through which we passed seemed wTetched 
enough. In one of them we passed the night. 
The name of the village is not even mentioned in 
Murray, and the inn was vjry bad ; so you may think 
we were disgusted — especially as we had entertained 
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hopes of getting on as far as Brenner : but the elder 
voiturieTy who w as captain of our movements, was 
silent, sulky, and obstinate. Endeavours to move 
him, only added to his sullcnness. 

The road in the morning presented the same dis- 
consolate appearance ; the town of Brenner is on a 
level, shut in by heights. We were still on the 
banks of the Sill, w^liich joins the Inn, and pursues 
its course to the Black Sea ; but with delight I saw, 
and with ccstacy my tw’^o companions, w'ho had never 
\dsited Italy, hailed, a little rivulet and tiny waterfall, 
the Eisacb, which flow’s south and joins the Adige ; 
it was grasping Italy, to behold a stream that 
mingled its mountain-born waters with the rivers and 
lakes of that divine country. 

We descended rapidly; and, passing across the 
Sterziiiger Moss, a marshy flat, w e again entered the 
mountain defiles. After passing through Mitten* 
w’ald, the ravine closes still more narrowly. This 
was the scene of a most tremendous conflict 
during the TyrolCsse struggle. Every stone and 
every crag, indeed, has its tale of victory and defeat. 

I have mentioned, that after the battle of Aspern, 
the Tyrolese had delivered their country from the 
Bavarian yoke. The desire to be free caught the 
neighbouring provinces of Bavaria, Vorarlberg, and 
the northern Italian mountains, and in every part 

VOL. II. D 
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the native peasantry, joined to their Austrian allies, 
were victorious. The Tyrolese believed that they had 
regained their liberty, when the battle of Wagram, 
followed by the aiinisticc of Znaym, crushed all 
their hopes. The Tyrol was re-dcirianded by Napo- 
leon for Ba\ aria — and ceded again by Austria. The 
Emj)cror, after vowing never to desert them, wrote 
to the Tyrolese to announce, uith expressions of 
paternal regret, the necessity he was under of yielding 
to Napoleon, and to order his troops to evacuate 
their countr}^ 

The mountaineers received these tidings with in- 
dignation, but without despaii*. They had stniggled, 
bled, and been victorious ; but battles in which they 
had no share, fought at a distance from their territory, 
were to decide their fate ; and they were to be made 
over like a flock of sheep, bought and paid for, to a 
master who had oppressed them and endeavoured to 
destroy all they held dear — constitution, name, lan- 
guage, all ! They refused to submit to so inglorious 
a destiny. At first they deliberated on forcing the 
Austrian troops to remain; but deserted by them, and 
by many of their own leaders, who accompanied the 
retiring army, they turned to Hofer, who accepted 
the command. The whole of the Tyrol again rose, 
and many of the Austrian soldiers deserted their 
banners to join the peasantry. The hopes of the 
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patriots were now high, and they resolved to close 
tlicir passes against the French and the Bavarians. 

Hofi-r is no silken hero. Many portions of his 
character militate against the laws of romance; he 
had the German delects joined to their nobler quali- 
ties. He was born in the station of an innkeeper, 
a position rather of distinction in the Tyrol, since 
bringing the publican into contact with travcllcj-s, 
he acquires knowledge and civilisation. He is said 
to have been indolent, as well as convivial, even to 
intemperance, in his habits. He was often to be 
found carousing in a way.side inn, while his coni- 
panious in arms were in the field. With all this, 
his countrymen idolised him, and he was esteemed 
and distinguished by the Emperor and the Arch- 
duke .lohii, who was tin chief instigator of the first 
rising of the Tyrol. He was possessed of unble- 
mished iuiegrity — honest, brave, open-hearted, 
resolute, and pious, he had all the virtues of the 
hardy, untaught mountaineer. 

It is an interesting circumstance in his career, 
that w^hen called upon to lead his countrymen 
against the Bavarians, he underwent a violent strug- 
gle of feeling. WTien General Hormayr withdrew 
from the T)to1, he })ersuaded several of the chiefs 
to accompany him in his retreat. Hofer refused to 
go, and exerted his eloquence to prevail on his 
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friends to remain^ imploring them to make one 
more effort in behalf of their beloved country/^ 
Yet his own resolution was not entire. He felt 
that he was about to lead his countrymen against 
forces which held the whole of Europe in awe, which 
had humbled that Emperor, under the protection 
of whose sceptre he desired to remain. Could any- 
thing but ultimate defeat ensue? On the other 
hand, he could not contemplate with any sense of 
resignation a renewal of the tyranny of Bavaria : 
and, doubtless, he entertained a hope that their 
continued resistance woi|ld cause Austria to make 
another, and probably a successful attempt to claim 
its own. He passed several days in his native 
valley of Passeyr, a prey to irresolution, striving to 
seek a decision by the force of prayer. 

Meanwhile, General Lefevre, at the head of a 
force composed of French, Saxons, and Bavarians, 
penetrated to Inspruck, took possession of the 
city, and advanced southward across the Brenner. 
The peasantry assembled in arms, and Hofer not 
appealing, Haspinger came forward to lead them. 
Father Haspinger was a Capuchin friar; he was 
young and athletic. In his student days, in 1805 , 
he had fought the French; since then he had lived 
secluded in his monastery; but the cause of his 
country called him out. He had been present at 
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all the pre\aous battles^ and was always seen in tlie 
thickest of the fight, bearing no arms except a large 
ebony crucifix, Mith which he dealt tremendous 
blows on the heads of his adversaries, and did great 
execution. In the absence of Hofer, this singular 
man came forward to direct the exertions of the pea- 
santiy. It was in the narrow pass below Mittenvald, 
that he prepared a fearful ambush. He caused 
enormous larch-trees to be felled, upon which were 
piled huge masses of rock and hca]>s of rubbish ; 
the whole being held together by strong cords, and 
thus suspended over the cJge of the precipice. 

Wc had penetrated to Inspmck,” wTites a Saxon 
officer,bclonging to Lefevre^s army, without great 
resistance ; and, although much was reported about 
the Tyrolese stationed upon and round the Bren- 
ner, we gave little credit to it, thinking the rebels 
might be dispersed by a short cannonade, and 
already looking on ourselves as conquerors. Our 
entrance into the passes of the Brenner was only 
opposed by small corps, which continued to fall back 
after an obstinate but short resistance ; among others, 
I perceived a man, full eighty years of age, posted 
against the side of a rock, and sending death among 
our ranks at every shot. Upon the Bavarians 
descending from behind to make him prisoner, he 
shouted aloud, ‘Hurrah!^ struck the first man to 
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the ground with a ball, seized the second, and, 
with the cry, * In God's nameP precijjitated himself 
with him into the abyss below. Marching onward, 
we heard from the summit of a high rock, ^ Stephen^ 
shall I chop it off yetT to which a loud, ^NayV 
reverberatcd*from the other side. This w^as told to the 
Duke of Dantzig, who, notwithstanding, ordered us 
to advance. The van, consisting of 4000 Bavarians, 
had just stormed a deep ravine, when we again heard 
over our heads, ^ Hans! for the Most Holy Trinity!^ 
The reply that immediately followed completed our 
terror. ^ In the name of the Most Holy Trinityy 
cut all loose above and ere a minute had elapsed, 
thousands of iny comrades in arms were crushed, 
buried, and overwhelmed by an incredible heap of 
broken rock, crags, and trees, hurled down upon us." 

Mv. Alison, in his “ History of Europe," tells us 
that in 1816 he visited this spot, and says "the long 
black furrow, produced by the falling masses, like 
the track of an avalanche, was, even then, after 
the lapse of seven years, imperfectly obliterated 
by the bursting vegetation which the warmth of the 
Italian sun had awakened on these beautiful steeps." 
Now, thirty-three years, with their various seasons, 
snow, rain, and sunshine, have drawn a green veil 
over the ruins ; and there is nothing left to tell the 
tale of defeat and death. 
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To return to Hofer — ^for these valleys are filled 
with his name^ and it were sacrilege to traverse them 
without commemorating his glory and lamenting his 
downfall. 

On hearing of this success, llofer, joined by many 
thousand peasants, descended from the valley of 
Passeyr ; through the whole region the hardy inha- 
bitants rose en masse, Comit Wittgenstein succeeded, 
however, in clearing the northern sloj)e of the ]3ren- 
ner, and General Lefevre once more advanced, 
intending to cross and enter the Italian Tyrol. He 
was attacked on all sides by innumerable and deter- 
mined foes. After an obstinate conflict he was 
defeated, forced back down the mountain ; he lost 
his ammunition and cannon, and, hotly pursued, had 
only time to take refuge in Inspruck, disguised like 
a common trooper. 

The i)easantry collected in thousands, and ano- 
ther battle ensued. The disciplined troops of the 
invader were unable to cope with the enthusiastic 
numbers that assailed them ; their mercenary courage 
quailed before the noble ardour of the free moun- 
taineers. Mount Isel was again the scene of the 
conflict ; it ended in the total defeat of the French 
and Bavarians. Inspruck was evacuated, and Gene- 
ral Lefevre retreated to Salzburg. Hofer became 
commandcr-in-chief of the Tyrol. The simplicity, 
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the almost childish earnestness to act with justice 
that characterised his rule^ in no way deteriorates 
from the real elevation of his character. He was an 
ignorant peasant, and his eyes did not look beyond 
the well-being of his native province and of his 
countrymen, who were also his personal friends. To 
this he was devoted, and no act of arbitrary power 
or of insolence, no shadow of such a thing, clouded 
his short-lived prosperity. 

It was indeed brief. New armies poured into 
the devoted country, and the mountain passes were 
invaded at all points, » For three months the 
peasants kept up their resistance, but the coming of 
winter forced them from their mountain fastnesses 
into the valleys below ; food became scarce ; their 
power of resisting the foe dwindled, faded, and 
became extinct — ^thc Tyrol again became a province 
of Bavaria. 

Napoleon, in his haughty contempt and insolent 
indignation at any opposition to his will, chose to 
regard the struggle of the Tyrolese for liberty as the 
lawless tumult of freebooters ; he magnified the very 
few acts of barbarity of which the peasantry had 
been guilty (not to be compared in number to the 
atrocities perpetrated by their opponents) and. had 
the baseness to set a price on the head of the pea- 
sant chiefs. 
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Hofer wavered several times. Now, conceiving 
that further resistance could only injure his counlyy, 
he issued a proclamation inviting his countrymen to 
lay down their arms ; but finding they would not 
yield, he resolved not to desert his post, and told 
the peasantry that he would fight with them and 
for them, as a father for his children.^^ Various 
feats of arms ensued, and the Tyrolese were often 
victorious — even while ultimate and absolute defeat 
could only be deferred a few days by their heroism. 
At last all was lost; the chiefs for the most part 
fled ; some fell into the haftids of the enemy ; others, 
with more or less of peril and hardship, escaped to 
Austria. 

Hofer refiised to fly ; he refused to surrender. 
He retired to his native valley of Passeyr. He con- 
cealed himself in an Alpine hut four leagues distant 
from his home, and almost inacessiblc amidst the 
snows. His wife and child accompanied him, and 
his friends supplied him as they could with food, 
and brought him messages even from the Emperor 
of Austria, entreating him to escape. He refused. 
A stubborn patriotism held him to his native moun- 
tains, and he declared he would never leave them. 
Nor would he disguise himself, nor cut off his beard, 
which, flowing to his waist, rendered him conspi- 
cuous. At the same time he probably believed, now 
D 3 
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the country was subdued and tranquil, that the 
Fr,ench would soon cease to desire to possess them- 
selves of him. 

He was deceived. A cunning intriguing priest^ of 
the name of Donay, had insinuated himself into his 
confidence/ and now, for the sake of the price set 
upon his head, betrayed him to the French general. 
An officer was sent with sixteen hundred men to 
take him prisoner ; two thousand more were ordered 
up the pass to be at hand — so fearful were they that 
the peasants would rise to the rescue. 

The column began their march at midnight, on 
the 20th January, over ice and snow. At five in the 
morning they reached the hut in which Hofer and 
his family harboured. He heard the French officer 
inquire for him, and came to the door and at once 
delivered himself up. He was bound, and amidst 
the shouts of the French and the tears of the pea- 
sants, he was marched to Botzen. Here he was 
received by the French commandant, Baraguay 
d’Hilliers, who treated him with courtesy, and even 
with such kindness as may be afforded a prisoner,. 
Hofer was greatly altered by his long retreat amidst 
the snows, and by frequent want of food. His hair 
had grown gray, but his spirit was untamed, and his 
countenance beamed with cheerfulness and serenity. 
He was separated from his family, and carried to the 
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shores of the Lago di Garda. He was put in a boat 
at the little village of Simone, and on disembarkvig 
again was carried on to Mantua. 

A court-martial was immediately summoned : but 
even the laws of war were dispensed with ; for the 
sentence of death was not passed by this* court ; the 
telegraph declared it from Milan, ordering his 
execution within twenty-four hours. Until this 
moment he had apprehended no danger to bis life ; 
yet he received the sentence with unshaken firmness, 
and only requested the attendance of a confessor; 
this was complied with. On the following morning, 
he was taken from the prison. He passed by the 
barracks of the Porta Molina, where the Tyrolese 
prisoners were confined, who all wept, and implored 
his blessing. This Ilofer gave them, entreating their 
pardon for being the cause of their misfortunes, and 
declaring his conviction that they would soon be 
delivered from the sway of Bavaria. On the broad 
bastion at a little distance from the Porta Ceresa, a 
halt was commanded, Hofer refused to be blind- 
folded — ^he refused to kneel. He said, ^^He was 
accustomed to stand upright before his Creator, and 
in that posture he would deliver his spirit up to 
Him.” He said a few words of farewell, expressing 
his undying love for his countiy ; and pronounced 
the word Fire ! ” with a firm voice. 
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The spot on which he fell is still considered sacred 
by^his countrjTiien. 

Ilis funeral was conducted with solemnity by the 
French. But this was oniy an act of hypocrisy ; such 
as instigated Berthier. then at Vienna, to declare that 
Hofer^s death would cause great pain to Napoleon, and 
that he would never have permitted it, had he been 
aware. Had Hofer suffered by sentence of the court- 
martial by which he was tried, there had been some 
colour to this assertion ; but the telegraphic dispatch 
that cotnnianded and hurried his execution, in si)ite 
of the milder dealings of the military tribunal, in fear 
lest the intercession of the Emperor of Austria would 
prevent it, could only emanate from an authority 
intimately conversant with, and blindly obedient to, 
Napolcon^s wull. 

When, after landing from Elba, and losing the 
battle of Waterloo, Bonaparte was taken prisoner, 
was he less an outlaw than Hofer, who defended his 
country against invasion ? His want of magnanimity 
does not excuse that of others, but it takes from the 
respect, the compassion, and the indignation, with 
which he demanded that his imprisonment should 
be regarded. It has been justly pronounced, that 
Napoleon was not guilty of any acts of wanton 
cruelty; but the pages of his history are also destitute 
of any record of his magnanimity. 
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The Emperor of Austria invited the wife of Hofer 
to Vienna. She refused to quit her native moun- 
tains ; and resided, till her death, under her husband’s 
roof, in tht Valley of Passeyr. 

Such are the deeds, such the name, that shed 
glorj'^ over the rugged and romantic passes of the 
Tyrol. We continued to thread them ; and the 
interest with which we regarded the scene of these 
patriotic exploits became exchanged for a more 
personal feeling of joy as we felt the climate alter, 
in token that we were advancing nearer and nearer 
to Italy. 

The valley we traversed was met here by another ; 
the scenery was huge, cragg}% and picturesque. 
Through this second valley is carried the road called 
the pass of the Ani])czzo, the shortest road from 
Insyjruck to Venice. We had several times debated 
whether w e should not go by it ; but the wish to see 
the Lago di Garda decided our negative. 

We slept at Brixen — ^Bressanone is its musical 
Italian name ; but we heard no Italian yet, nor saw a 
trace of Italy. Murray calls Brixen a dirty, inani- 
mate town, of 3200 inhabitants.^^ We saw nothing of 
it. The inn — ^the Elephant, is a pleasant, country- 
looking hostelry, on the road-side; trees grow 
in front, and it resembles the best specimen of a 
rustic inn in England. Everything was clean and 
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comfortable, and the waiter spoke English. I bought 
a tiny figure of Hofer, carved in wood, to do honour 
to the Tyrolean Champion/^ who, as Wordsworth 
well expresses it, was 

** Murdered, like one ashore by shipwreck cast, 

Murdered without relief.” 

Wc found here the moderate charge of a good inn 
among these mountains : including what wc gave to 
servants, it was nine florins. 


Monday, Skptember 12th. 

Our jouniey continues through a most beautiful 
part of the Tjrol. The road first lay through a 
narrow, gloomy pass, closed in by dark majestic 
cliflfs, till we crossed the Eisach, when the valley of 
the Adige opened on us, with the town of Bolzano — 
still lingering in GeiTnany we called it Botzen — 
surmounted by the Castle of Eppan ; again, I repeat, 
difiering as these valleys and mountains do one from 
another, delightedly as the eye dwells on the un- 
imaginable variety of grouping which this picturesque 
and majestic region presents, words cannot describe 
it. Our road was cut in the side of a mountain, 
and wound beneath lofty crags; a narrow plain, 
with a dashing ton*cnt, the Eisach in the depth, 
and lofty mountains closing in the valley on either 
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side. I have used such words before: mark tbe 
diflFerence here. Fair Earth scents the gales of 
Italy, and already begins to assume for herself the 
loveliness which is the inheritance of that country. 
The slopes of the lower hills are covered by vines. 
We stopped to bait the horses at what, in England, 
would be called an ale-house, a very humble inn, 
which we did not enter ; but there was a sort of 
rustic summer-house and terrace overlooking the 
Eisach. The terrace was shaded by what, in Italy, 
is called a pergola, or trellis .^ed walk of vines ; the 
vegetation was luxuriant ; the sun shone bright, and 
dressed the whole scene in gaiety. My companions 
felt that they were approaching scenes dreamt of — 
ardently desired, never seen. The days of my 
youth hovered near, I stole away among the vines 
by the margin of the river, to think of Italy, and to 
rejoice that 1 w^as about to tread again its beloved 
soil ; to find myself surrounded by my dear, 
courteous, kind Italians, instead of the Germans, 
who, honest-hearted as they doubtless are, under 
the repulsive mask that invests them, have yet no 
grace of manners, no show of that intuitive desire 
to please — none of that cordial courtesy, which 
renders the lowdiest-born Italian gentle in his bear<* 
ing, and eager to render sendee. 

We slept at Neumarkt, called in Italian, Egna, 
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We had left our beautiful valley here ; and, as is too 
often the case, in a region of transition from moun- 
tain to plain, the soil is marshy an^ the district un- 
healthy. There was a large, new-built, clean hotel 
at Neumarkt; but though the rooms were good, the 
living was* intolerably bad, so that we went nearly 
supperless to bed. 


Tuesday,. September 13th. 

Still we approached Italy ; the hills were covered 
with vines, the road shut in by the walls of vine- 
yards. Various valleys* branch off at intervals, all 
affording the scenery peculiar to the Tyrol. I own 
I had no desire to linger longer in this land : we had 
continued for so many days among ravines, defiles, 
and narrow valleys, peering up at the sky from the 
depths between moimtains, that the eye grew eager 
for a view of heaven, and yearned to behold a more 
extensive horizon. When the bourne of a journey 
lies beyond, the desire to linger, even in beautiful 
scenery, is weak. Since I had left Gmunden and 
Salzburg 1 had experienced no desire to stop short. 

Some names of cities are so familiar, that one 
forms an idea of them in one’s mind as one does of 
a celebrated, but personally unknown, individual. 
The Council of Trent is associated with cardinals 
and bishops — shepherds of the church, legislators of 
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religion : there was something princely, yet holy, in 
its idea. What we saw of it looked miserably 
dirty ; grand at a distance and beautifully situated, 
on entering it, it was common-place; but, after 
all, nothing can be more deceptive than the im- 
pression a way-worn traveller receives^ driven, 
perhaps, .through the meanest streets to an hotel 
where, fatigued, body and mindj he reposes, and 
then is off again. Mr. P — sought out the cathedral 
and the organ, but the organist declared that the 
instrument was out of tune, whether from laziness 
or not, I cannot say. Th^ hotel was good; we 
dined at the table d'hote. Again I w as restored to 
the privilege of speech, as Italian here is as common 
as German. 

Our compact with our hhh kutschers ceased at 
Trent. We paid them 140 Bavarian florins, and 
gave them 30 swanzigers as drink-gelt ; a swanziger 
is the third of an Austrian florin, its worth is 
eightpencc English, and is a very intelligible and 
convenient coin. The men were satisfied and we had 
no reason to be otherwise ; their conduct had been, 
on the whole, negative — sullen and silent ; and yet 
with a latent violence and insolence which peeped out 
as a rank weed on a grassless plain, strangely, unex- 
pectedly, and by no means welcome ; I beheve 
they thought of nothing but their drink-gelt the 



66 RAMBLES IN GERMANY 

whole way. I was much more interested in the 
horses^ who had done their duty rather better. 

We had now td^look out for a conveyance to 
Riva^ the town at the head of the Lago di Garda^ 
where we are to find the steam-boat^ which is to 
convey us to its southern shores. Wc engaged 
a caleche and a caratella for twenty-two Austrian 
florins, and were ^soon on our way. We were in 
high spirits on having parted wdth oui* Germans, and 
on finding ourselves on the very verge of Italy. I do 
not pretend to say that this is a correct feeling; but it 
was natural, consideriijg our ignorance of German. 
The valley of the Adige is very grand; and the 
stream, broad and swift, w^as more of a river than we 
had seen since the Danube. Several valleys branch 
off here ; and there is another route to Venice. We 
were sorry not to see the famous Slovino di San 
Marco, or avalanche of stone, near Serravalle, cele- 
brated by Dante, who was for some time a guest at 
the Gastello Lizzana; where, exiled from Florence, 
he was entertained by the lord of Castclbarco. 

At Roveredo wc changed horses : our road, alw^ays 
on the descent, now became exceedingly precipitous, 
and ran on the very edge of the steep bank of the 
Adige. Our drivers were strange fellows. He who 
drove the caleche in which I sat, was a rough, 
uncouth animal; but he of the caratella was the 
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most singular — neither Italian nor German in his 
ways, wild as an untamed animal — coarse and 
vulgar as a metropolitan vagrftit. He was civil 
enough, indeed; but seemed half-mad with high 
spirits. You might have thought him half-drunk, 
but he was not — roaring and singing, and whipping 
his horses, and turning round to talk to the gen- 
tlemen in the caratella with a dare-devil air, I saw 
him whip his horses into a gallop, and heard him 
laughing and singing as he dashed down a road, 
which, in truth, required the drag. It was quite 
dusk— or rather, but for the stars, dark; which 
added not a little to the apparent danger. Our 
driver, a little more tame, yet disdained the drag — 
and we went down at a rattling pace: I was not 
sorry, for I was eager to assure myself that our 
friends in advance were not u])set and rolled in the 
Adige, which rushed at the foot of the rock which 
our road bounded; — ^not they, — we reached the 
bottom, and saw the caratella dashing madly on in 
the advance. Before or since 1 never met such 
fellows; if my friends thought that Italians re- 
sembled them, they were indeed mistaken ; they 
had none of their innate refinement, but they had 
their good hvunour ; they were more like what one 
reads of as the wanderers of the far west — except, 
we are told, the Americans appeal* always to calculate. 
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and so perhaps did these fellows; but they had the 
outward guise of nearly being insane. 

We got to Riv^safe. It stands exactly at the 
head of the Lago di Garda ; 

Su8o in Italia bella giace un laco, 

Appie dell* alpe, chc scrra Lamagua, 

So via Tiralli, ed ha nome Benaco. 

Per mille font! credo, e piu si bagna, 

Tra Garda, e Val Camonioa o Apcnuino 
Dell’ acqua, che nel detto lago gtagim. 

The coast, with the exception of the spot on which 
the town stands, is iron-bound; dark precipices 
rise abruptly from the water; a bend in the 
coast limits the view of the lake to a mile or two 
merely: behind is the chasm of the Adige, beside 
which Monte Baldo rises, lofty and dark — and 
mountains somewhat lower — ^but even they, sublime 
in altitude, darken the prospect immediately behind 
Riva. The town is mean and dirty ; the inn — ^not 
bad to look at, is dirty and uncomfortable. It is 
kept by a large family ; but how different are they 
from our Cadenabbia people ! There are seven 
sisters — some dress smartly, and sit and receive 
company, and act the Padrona; others are the 
Ginderellas of the establishment; but all are lazy 
and negligent. The beds were not bad, it is true ; 
but the fare was uneatable. 

We had congratulated ourselves that the steam- 
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boat, which plies every other day, woiild leave Riva 
on the morrow of our arrival; but we found it had 
not arrived as it ought, and doubts of course hung,* 
as it had not arrived, over the date of its departure. 

Wednesday, 14 th. 

The morning has come, but no steam-boat. It 
is detained, we are told, at the other end of the lake 
by the wind. This assertion seems fabulous; we 
have no breeze, the waters are glassy: but thus is it 
with lake Benacus. The wind, coming down the 
chasms of the mountains, i^ not felt in the shel- 
tered nook in which Riva is situated ; but drives with 
violence on the southern portion of this vast inland 
sea, and lashes it into tempest. 

We walked out : there is a path for a short dis- 
tance on one side under the rock, but the road soon 
ends ; the coast, as I have said, is iron-bound. One 
of my friends began a sketch of the castle La Rocca, 
built by the Scaligers, and which forms a picturesque 
object : then I loitered in the town, delighting my 
eyes mth Italian names and words over the shop- 
doors. Wc went out for a short time on the lake, 
but a shower came on — a drizzle first, which ended in 
pouring rain. We were truly uncomfortable — ^forced 
into the dirty, uncomfortable inn, unprovided with 
books; and, worst of all, quite uncertain as to the 
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arrival of the steamer. The house is full of travellers 
similarly situated, and others continually arriving; 

t 

this does not comfort us. Our madcap drivers of 
the night before are still here; we have canvassed 
with them the expense of going by land to Venice, 
but their* demands are exorbitant. We have talked 
with the boatman, of making the voyage in a large 
open boat ; but the time that this would occupy is 
evidently uncertain : besides, a lingering remnant of 
reason assures us that, if the steamer be detained by 
adverse winds at the other end of the lake, this 
wind, how^ever favourable, must have raised a sea 
to endanger our navigation. Our projects, there- 
fore, have only served to cheat time a little, and are 
given up. Dinner has proved no occupation or relief ; 
it w^as so singularly and uncomfortably bad, that it 
was difficult to eat any portion of it. Now evening 
has come, and still it rains hard ; the many travellers 
are dispersed about the house in a state of listless 
anxiety. Another day like this is too fearful a 
vision : we have ceased even to speak of the chances 
of release, for we grow hopeless. The people of the 
inn finding the boat does not arrive, begin to talk of 
some accident in the machinery ; conversation lan- 
guishes among all the groupes. I sit writing at a 
window till twilight is thickening into darkness. 
Hush ! a sound — distant — ^increasing ; can it be the 
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splash of paddles ? The bend of the lake prevents 
the boat being seen till quite close at hand ; my soul 
is in my ears, listening : at length the sound draws' 
the attention of others ; one by one they congregate 
near the windows, but there is silence among all, 
broken only by hurried interjections swiftly silenced, 
that each may listen more intently. At last — there 
can be no doubt — there is a burst of joy as we behold 
the smoky, but most amiable monster, double the 
headland and bear down on the town. 0, how good- 
humom^ed and communicative we are all become ; 
what a clatter of voices, what joyful mutual con- 
gratulations ! One sight we have just witnessed, is 
ridiculous to us who have the best of it — very dis- 
agreeable to the actors in the scene : on arriving at 
the quay the travellers poured out from the steamer, 
the porters shouldered the luggage, and all came in 
one stream to our hotel. There was no room ; the 
voyagers expectant occupied every apartment. Tra- 
vellers and porters went their way out again — the 
world was before them ; but their choice was limited 
to some most wretched holes. 


September 15th. 

We thought ourselves in all things fortunate, when 
the morrow dammed bright and sunny. We had a hea- 
venly voyage, which repaid us for yesterday^s ennui^ 
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and satisfied us that we had done the wisest thing in 
the world in entering Italy by the Lago di Garda. We 
left the abrupt, gloomy, sublime north, and gently 
dropped do^vn to truly Italian scenes. The waters 
of the lake are celebrated for their azure tint; no 
waves could be so brightly blue, so clear, so that we 
saw the bottom of the lake, fathoms below. The 
mountains sank to hills, with banks cut into terraces, 
and covered with olives and vines, decorated by 
orange and lemon-trees ; the country-houses sparkled 
in the sun. One of my friends quoted the lines 
that celebrate Benacus,. Strangely enough, though 
weather-bound at Riva by one of those storms for 
which this lake is famous, we saw not a wave upon 
its surface ; not even a curled ripplet, reminded us 
that it was 

teque, 

FluctibuB et fremitur assurgens, 

Bcnace marino. 

We landed at Lasise, a town distant fifteen miles 
from Verona, and while I employed myself in 
engaging a veturino for that place, and wandered 
about the town, my companions went to bathe in the 
clear waters of the azure lake. The promontory of 
Sirmio w*as in sight ; an Italian landscape all around, 
an Italian sky, bright above: it was an hour of 
delicious joy — set, like a priceless diamond in the 
lead of common life — ^never to be forgotten. 
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O, best of all the scattered spots that lie 
In sea or lake, apple of landscape's eye, — 

How gladly do I drop within thy nest. 

With what a sigh of full, contented rest. 

Scarce able to believe my journey o’er, 

And that these eyes behold thee safe once more I 
Oh, where 's the luxury, like the smile at heart. 
When the mind, breathing, lays its load apar^ — 
When we coinc homo again, tired out, and spread 
The loosen’d limbs o’er all the wished-for bed ! 
This, this alone, is worth an age of toil. 

Hail, lovely Sirmio! hail, ]iaicrnal soil ! 

Joy, my bright w’aters, joy ; your master’s come ! 
liaugh, every dimple on the cheek of home !* 


• AD SIRMIONEM PENINSULAM. 

• 

Peninsularuni, Sirmio, insularuuiquc 
Occlle, quascunque in liqnentibus stagnis, 

Maiique vaato fert uterque Neptunus ; 

Quam tc libeiiter, <xu^niqiic la-tus inviso, 

Vix mi ipse credcus Thyniam, atque Bithyuos 
Liqiiisse campos, et videro te in tuto. 

O quid solutis cst beatius ciiris 
Cum mens onus repunit, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi vcninius larem ad nostrum, 

Desideratoque acquicscimus lecto ? 

Hoe est quod unum cst pro laboribus tantis. 

Salve, O venusta Sirmio, atque hero gaude ; 

Gaudctc, vosque Lariic lacus undo; : 

Ridetc quidquid cst domi cachinnorum. 

The above translation, from the verses of Catullus, is by Mr. Leigh 
Hunt. 


VOL. II. 
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LETTER VI. 

Verona.— Journey to Venice.— Leone Bianco.— Hotel d’ltalia. 

September 18 th. 

1 AM again in Italy. The earth is teeming with 
the wealth of September, the richest month of the 
year. The harvest of the Indian coni has begun ; 
the grapes arc hanging in rich ripening clusters 
from the vines, festooned from tree to tree : a genial 
atmosphere mantles the earth, and quickens a sense 
of delight in our hearts. The road lies through a 
richly cultivated country : the immense plain around 
us is bounded to the north by the mountains of the 
T}to1, amongst which we seemed to have lost our- 
selves for an age, so refreshing, so new, so enchanting, 
is the wide expanse of fertile Lombardy, opening 
before our eyes, 

A sad disaster hajipencd on our arrival at Verona. 
We had each our passport, and the whole was con- 
signed to the pocket-book of one of the party ; and 
when they were asked for at the gates of Verona, 
the pocket-book was not to be found. Except our 
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passports, and Coutts^ lettre dindication^ it con- 
tained no papers of importance; but still, after all 
the annoyance the Austrians j^ivc about passports, it 
was rather appalling. Nothing: could be done. It 
was reiiiembered that when bathing:, the pocket-book 
was safe ; it must have been lost since.* We were 
allowed to go on to the inn, and time would shew 
the result. 

The Gran Parigi is one of the most comfortable 
hotels I was ever at ; it has the air of a palace, as 
doubtless it once was. The same evening, by the 
light of the clear full mooiiji my com})ani()ns rambled 
about the town and entered the am])hitheatre, which 
IS used as a circus, and horsemanship was going on, 
and music tilled the air. There w^as something 
startling in finding the building of ancient days 
used for its original purpose — the seats occupied 
by numerous spectators ; the partial moonlight 
veiled with some mystciy what the garish sun 
had disclosed as below Homan dignity in the as- 
semblage. 

You know the charm of these Lombard cities. 
Built by a prosperous people, they have a princely 
and magnificent appearance : their grandeur is what 
grandeur ought to be — ^not gloomy and menacing, 
but cheerful and inspiriting. The cities look built 
by a happy people in which to be happy — ^by a noble 
£2 
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and rich pco])lc^ whose tastes were dignified, and 
whose habits of life were generous. 

We w(‘i’e ])roiiiised a pa])er that would give us 
free course to Venice — ^fbr our Consul was at that 
city — and wo w'crc to lx; transferred to him, and 
mcanwliilc, our loss was made known in the country 
about. But, though the paper was promised, one 
or another of my friends was emjdoyed the whole 
morning in g(;tting it properly signed. These delays 
wen; vexatious, more from the uncertainty that hung 
about the; whole transaction, which kept us in 
attendance and ])erplexit]\ There was no help. We 
rambled to the garden, or walled podcrcy in which 
there is an fosse, and an old sort of sarcophagus, 
w^hich they show as Juliet^s tomb. That Juliet lived 
and died, as Baldelli r(;counts, there can be little 
doubt ; but it is not likely that this was the tomb 
of the Capulets.^^ Still such a scene — a garden, with 
its high autirpie walls, its Italian vegetation, and the 
blue sky, cloudless above — ^was a scene familiar to 
Juliet ; and her s])irit might hover here, even if her 
fair form was sepulchred elsewhere. It was a long 
walk thence to the tombs of the Scaligers. The most 
fairy architecture — ^not dark and Gothic, nor immured 
within the walls of a church ; — a small open court 
encloses these elegant sepulchres. 

At length we obtained the paper, and set out. 
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We had engaged a veturino for Venice. Some hope 
had we that the railroad might be 023en from Padyu 
to Mestri ; if not, we w^crc to be taken to Fusina, 
sleeping at Vicenza in oiu* way. The charm of 
autumnal vegetation, in a rich vine country, adorned 
the road, and a distant view of the Alps bounded the 
scene. Wc arrived at Vicenza at eleven o^clock, by 
a bright moonlight. 1 was sorry to see no more of 
these Palladian palaces than the glimpses wc caught 
from our carriage-windows. Arcliitectiire shows to 
peculiar ad\antag(; by the silver i*adiance of a full 
moon : its partial white light throws portions into 
strong relief, and the polished marble j*ellccts its, so 
to speak, icy radiance. 


Ski'TEMheii 19tu, 

We found, on our arrival at Padua, that the rail- 
road was not ojH'Ti ^ so wc proceeded along the banks 
of the Brcnta to Venice. Many a scene, which 1 have 
since visited and admired, has faded in my mind, as 
a painting in the Diorama melts away, and another 
struggles into the changing canvass ; but this road 
w^as as distinct in my mind as if traversed yesterday, 
I will not here dwell on the sad cii’cura stances that 
clouded my first visit to Venice. Death hovered 
over the scene. Gathered into mys(;lf, with my 
mind^s cye^^ I saw those before me long departed; 
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and I was agitated again by emotions — ^by passions — 
ai^d those the deepest a woman’s heart can harbour — 
a dread to see her child even at that instant expire — 
which then occupied me. It is a strange, but to any 
person who has suffered, a familiar circumstance, that 
those who arc enduring mental or corporeal agony 
are strangely alive to immediate external objects, 
and their imagination even exercises its wild power 
over them . Shakspcarc knew this, and the passionate 
grief of Queen Constance thence is endued wdth 
fearful reality. Wordsworth, as many years ago I 
remember hearing Coleridge remark, illustrates the 
same fact, w'hen he makes an insane and afflicted 
mother exclaim, — 

** The breeze I see is in the tree ; 

It comes to cool my babe and me.” 

Holcroft, who was a martyr to intense physical 
suffering, alludes to the notice the soul takes of the 
objects presented to the eye in its hour of agony, as 
a relief afforded by nature to permit the nerves to 
endure pain. In both states I have experienced it; 
and the particular shape of a room — ^the progress of 
shadows on a w all — ^the peculiar flickering of trees — 
the exact succession of objects on a journey — ^have 
been indelibly engraved in my memory, as marked 
in, and associated with, hours and minutes when the 
nerves were strung to their utmost tension by the 
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endurance of pain, or the far severer infliction of 
mental anguish. Thus the banks of the Brenta 
presented to me a moving scene; not a palace, not* a 
tree of which I did not recognise, as marked and 
recorded, at a moment when life and death hung 
upon our speedy arrival at Venice. 

And at Fusina, as then, I now beheld the domes 
and towers of the queen of Ocean arise from the 
waves with a majesty unrivalled upon earth. We 
were hailed by a storm of gondolieri ; their voci- 
ferations were something indescribable, so loud, so 
vehement, so reiterated ; tiU we had chosen our boat, 
and then all subsided into instant calm. 

I confess that on this, my second entrance into 
Venice, the dilapidated appearance of the palaces, their 
weather-worn and neglected appearance, struck me 
forcibly, and diminished the beauty of the city in 
my eyes. We proceeded at once to the Leone Bianco, 
on the Canale Grande ; they asked a very high price 
for their rooms, which rendered us eager, as we 
intended to remain here a month, to make immediate 
arrangements for removing elsewhere. 

Our first act was to send our letters of introduc- 
tion ; the second, for two of us to go out to look for 
lodgings. The account brought back by our second 
dove from the ark was rather discouraging; but our first 
brought better things. Count and Signor 
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loved and respected too sincerely the writer of our 
letters not to hasten on the instant to acknowledge 

them. Signor at once perceived and entered into 

our difficulty. I never saw such friendly zeal ; nor was 

Count behind in kindness, though, as a younger 

man, and not so conversant with the perplexities of 
travellers, he could not be so efficient in his help. 

Tlie thing was soon settled. Signor remarked 

that if we took lodgings we should want a cook, and 
that housckee])ing in an unknown town, for a short 
space of time, was fraught with annoyance. There 
was a new hotel just established, which desired to be 
made known to the English, and which therefore 
would be moderate in its charges. We went to see 
the rooms. The Hotel dHtalia is situated in a 
canal, three oar-strokes from the Canale Grande ; so 
far we lost what is most to be coveted at Venice — 
the view from our window of this ocean stream, with 
its bordering palaces, — but we were unthin three 
minutes' walk of the Place of Saint Mark. Our 
rooms were on the second floor, a bed-room a- 
piece, and a saion, spacious, tuinied to the sun, 
and being but just furnished, clean in the excess 
of newness. IMany a palace had been spoiled of 
its marble architraves and ornaments to decorate 
this new hotel. We made om* bargain ; we cal- 
culated that, cverjthing included, each of our party 
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would pay nine pounds a month for lodging and 
board. 

• 

This done, we returned with our kind friends to 
the Leone Bianco, as we are not to remove till to- 
morrow, Evening has come, and the moon, so often 
friendly to me, now at its full, rises ovCr the city. 
Often, when here before, I looked on this scene, at 
this hour, or later, for often I cx})ectcd S.^s return 
from Palazzo Moccnigo, till two or three in the 
morning ; I watched the glancing of the oars of the 
gondolas, and heard the far song, and saw the 
palaces sleeping in the lighi of the moon, which veils 
by its deep shadows all that grieved tlic eye and 
heart in the decaying palaces of Venice. Then I 
saw, as now I kScc, the bridge of the Rialto spanning 
the canal. All, all is the same ; but as the Poet 
-^ays — 


“ The difTcrenco to me ! ” 
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LETTER VII. 

The Ducal Palace. — The Aceademia delle Belle Arti. 

Venice, September. 

1 MISS greatly the view of the Canale Grande from 
my window ; however, the result, probably, of our 
being in a narrow canal will be, that I shall see much 
more of Venice : for were we among its most noble 
palaces, it would suffice and amply fill the hours, 
merely to loiter away the day gazing on the scene 
before us. As it is, though singularly Venetian — 
the wave-paved streets beneath, the bridge close at 
hand — ^the peep we get at wider waters at the 
opening, — ^it is but a jiromise of what we may find 
beyond, and tempts us to w^andcr. 

There is something so different in Venice from 
any other place in the \rorld, that you leave at once 
all accustomed habits and everyday sights to enter 
enchanted ground. We live in a palace; though an 
inn, such it is : and other palaces have been robbed 
of delicately-carved mouldings and elegant marbles, 
to decorate the staircase and doorways. You know 
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the composition with which they floor the rooms 
here, resembling marble, and called everywhere in 
Italy Tcrrazi Veneziani : this polished uniform sur- 
face, whose colouring is agreeable to the eye, gives 
an air of elegance to the rooms ; then, when we go 
out, we descend a marble staircase to a circular hall 
of splendid dimensions ; and at the steps, laved by 
the sea, the most luxurious carriage — a boat, in- 
vented by the goddess of ease and mystery, receives 
us. Our gondolier, never mind his worn-out jacket 
and ragged locks, has the gentleness and courtesy 
of an attendant spirit, and Jliis very dialect is a shred 
of romance; or, if you hkc it better, of classic 
history; bringing home to us the language and 
accents, they tell us, of old Rome. For Venice 

** Has floated down, amid a thousand wrecks 
Uninjured, from the Old World to the New.''* 

With the world of Venice before us, whither shall 
we go ? I would not make my letter a catalogue of 
sights ; yet I must speak of the objects that occupy 
and delight me. 

First, then, to the Ducal palace. A few strokes 
of the oar took us to the noble quay, from whose 
pavement rises the Lion-crowned column, and the 
tower of St. Mark. The piazzetta is, as it were, the 
vestibule to the larger piazza. 


Rogers’t “Italj.” 
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But I spare description of a spot, of which there 
are so many thousand — ^besides numerous pictures 
by Cannaletti and his imitators, which tell all that 
can be told — show all that can be shown : to know 
Venice, to feel the influence of its beauty and strange- 
ness, is quite another thing ; perhaps the vignettes 
to Mr. llogers^s Italy, by Turner, better than any 
other description or representation, can impart this. 

From the piazzetta we entered a grass-grown court, 
once the focus of Venetian magnificence — for, at 
the top of that majestic flight of steps which rises 
from it, the Doges wcr^‘ crowned. The cortile is 
surrounded by arcades, decorated by two magnificent 
bronze reservoirs, and adorned by statues. The 
effect is light and elegant, even now that neglect has 
drawn a veil over its splendour. Yet Nature here 
is not neglectful; her ministrations may be said 
even to aid the work of the chisel and the brush, so 
beautiful arc they in their effects. 

The Scala de^ Giganti was before us, guarded by 
two almost colossal figures of Mars and Neptune, 
the size of whose statues gives the name to the steps : 
ascending them, we found ourselves in the open gal- 
lery that runs round three sides of the court, sup- 
ported by the arcades. Yawning before us was 
the fatal lion^s mouth, receiver of those anonymous 
accusations, the terror of all, and destroyer of 
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many of the citizens. Ringing a bell, we were ad- 
mitted into the palace. 

Wc do not visit it once only ; day after day we 
wander about these magnificent, empty halls — 
sometimes going in by the hall of audience, some- 
times ascending the Scala d^Oro, we enter in by the 
library. Sometimes we give ourselves up to minute 
view of the many frescoes, which record the history, 
the glories, and even the legends of Venice. At 
the dawn of the art, the more than royal government 
caused the walls to be thus adorned by Gentile and 
Giovanni Bellini, and sub«ctpiently by Titian : a 
fire unfortunately destroyed their work in 1577 ; 
and the present paintings are by Tintoretto, Paul 
Veronese, and others. On an easel in the library, 
is a picture in oil by Paul Veronese, — the Queen of 
Cyprus, Catherine Cornaro, a daughter of Venice, 
resigning her crown to the Doge — an iniquitous act 
enough on the part of the republic; as others, 
heirs of Cyprus, with claims more legitimate than 
Catherine's, existed. There is the gi*ace and dignity, 
characteristic of this painter, in the various per- 
sonages of the group. It is to be raffled for, and 
the proceeds of the lottery are to be given to the 
infant schools ; but the tickets arc sold slowly, and 
the time when they arc to be drawn is yet unfixed. 
There are marbles also, in this room, that deserve 
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attention, — some among them are relics of antiquity ; 
for the Rape of Ganymede is attributed to Phidias, 
and worthy of him. Sometimes we wander about, 
content only with the recollections called up by the 
spot; and we step out on the balconies which now 
command a view of the piazzetta, now of the inner 
courts, with a liberty and leisure quite delightful : 
and then again wc pass on, from the more public 
rooms to the chambers, sacred to a tyranny the 
most awful, the most silent of which there is record 
in the world. The mystery and terror that once 
reigned, seems still to linger on the walls; the 
chamber of the Coimcil of Ten, paved with black 
and white marble, is peculiarly impressive in its 
aspect and decorations: near at hand was the 
chamber of torture, and a door led to a dark stair- 
case and the state dungeons. 

The man w^ho showed us the prisons was a cha- 
racter — ^he wanted at once to prove that they were 
not so cruel as they were represented, and yet he 
was proud of the sombre region over whose now 
stingless horrors he reigned. A narrow corridor, 
with small double-grated windows that barely admit 
light, but which the sound of the plashing waters 
beneath penetrates, encloses a series of dungeons, 
whose only respiratories come from this corridor, 
and in which the glimmering dubious day dies away 
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in "darkness visible/^ Here the prisoners were 
confined who had still to be examined by the Coun- 
cil. A door leads to the Ponte de' Sospiri — ^now 
walled up — ^for the prisons on the other side are 
in full use for criminals : years ago I had traversed 
the narrow arch, through the open work of whose 
stone covering the prisoners caught one last hasty 
glimpse of the wide laguncs, crowded with busy life. 
Many, however, never passed that bridge — ^never 
emerged again to light. One of the doors in the 
corridor I have mentioned leads to a dark cell, in 
which is a small door thab opens on narrow wind- 
ing stairs ; below is the lagune ; here the prisoners 
were embarked on board the gondola, which took 
them to the Canal Orfano, the drowning-place, 
where, summer or winter, it was forbidden to the 
fishermen, on pain of death, to cast their nets. Our 
guide, whom one might easily have mistaken for a 
gaoler, so did he enter into the spirit of the place, 
and take pleasure in pointing out the various power 
it once possessed of inspiring despair ; this guide 
insisted that the Pozzi and Piombi were fictions, 
and that these were the only prisons. Of course, 
this ignorant assertion has no foundation whatever 
in truth. * From the court, as we left the palace, he 
pointed to a large window at the top of the building, 
giving token that the room within was airy and light- 
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«onc, and said with an air of triumph > Eceo la Pri~ 
g ne di Silvio Pellico ! — ^Was he to he pitied when 
he was promoted to siidi a very enviable apartJn»‘ijtj 
with sueli <t vei*y fine view ? Turn to the i)ages of 
PellicOj and you will find that, complaining of the 
cold of his first dark ei^ll, he M as at midsummer 
transferred to this airy height, where mult itudh ions 
gnats and dazzling unmitigated sunshine nearly 
drove him mad. Truly he miglit regret even these 
annoyances Mdien immured in the dungeons of Spiel- 
burg, and placed under the immediate and paternal 
care of the Emperor — i whose endeavour was to 
break the spirit oi h\> rebel hildren b\ destroying 
the flesh ; whose sedulous .-.tady how to discover 
means to torment and attejiuatt^ — to blight with 
disease and subdue to despair — puls to shame the 
fly-killing pastime of Dioclesian. Thanks to the 
noble hearts of the men w^ho w'ere his victims, he 
did not succeed. Silvio Pcllico bo>vcd with resigna- 
tion to the will of God — ^but he still kept his foot 
upon the power of the tyrant. 

Having visited every comer of the palace, and 
heard the name given for every apartment, we asked 
for the private rooms in which the Doge slept and 
ate, which his family occupied. There were none. 
A private covered w^'ay led from these rooms to an 
adjoining palace, assigned for the private residence 
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of the Doge. The council were too jealous to allow 
him to occu])y the j)alace of the republic, except for 
the pui’poses of the stftte. 

At other times, turning to the right, when we leave 
our canal, wc are rou ed up the Canale Grande to the 
Accadcmia delle Belle Arti, to feast our eyes on the 
finest works of Titian. The picture usually consi- 
dered the chvf-d'fpuvre of this artist, the ]\lartp’dom 
of St. IV'ter t he lleiinit, has, for the purpose of being 
eoj)ied, heen r‘.)uoved from the dark niche in which 
it is almost lost in the clumcli of the Saints Giovanni 
and Paolo, and is here. Tlui subject is painful, but 
conceived with great power. A deep forest, in 
which the holy man is overtaken by his ])ursucrs, 
sheds its gloom over the picture; Ins attendant 
Hies, the m(»sT living horror depicted on his face ; 
the saint has fallen, cut down by the swoi'd of the 
soldier ; an angid is descending from above, and, 
opening heaven, sheds the only light that irradiates 
the scene, it is very fine ; but in spite of the celes- 
tial messenger, there is wanting that connecting link 
with Heaven, — the raptiu’c of faith in the sufferer^s 
countenance, which alone makes pictures of martyr- 
dom tolerable. 

I was struck by the last picture painted by the 
venerable artist — Mary visiting the Tomb of Jesus. 
I was told that I ought not to admire it ; yet 1 could 



90 RAMBLES IN GERMANY 

not help doing so : there was something impressive 
in the mingled awe and terror in Mary’s face, when 
she found the body of Jesus gone. 

The Marriage at Cana, by Paul Veronese, adorns 
these walls, removed from the refectory of the sup- 
pressed Convent of San Giorgio Maggiore. It is the 
finest specimen of the feasts which this artist delighted 
to paint ; bringing together, on a large seale, groups 
of high-bom personages, aecompanied by attendants, 
and surrounded by a prodigality of objects of archi- 
tecture, dress, ornaments, and all the apparatus of 
Patrician luxury. It ig filled, Lanzi tells us, with 
portraits of princes and illustrious men then living. 

We turned from the splendour of the feast to 
the more noble beauty of Titian’s Presentation of 
the Virgin — a picture I look at much oftener, and 
with far greater pleasure, than at the more celebrated 
Martyrdom. The Virgin, in her simplicity and 
youth j in the mingled dignity and meekness of her 
mien, as she is about to ascend the steps towards the 
High Priest, is quite lovely; the group of women 
looking at her, are inimitably graceful : there is an 
old woman sitting at the foot of the steps, marvellous 
from the vivacity and tmth of her look and attitude. 
In another large apartment is the Assumption of 
Titian. The upper part is indeed glorious. The 
Virgin is rapt in a paradisiacal ecstacy as she ascends, 
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surrounded by a galaxy of radiant beings, whose faces 
arc beaming with love and joy, to live among whom 
were in itself Elysium. Such a picture, and the 
"Paradi8o”of Dante as a commentary,is the sublimest 
achievement of Catholicism. Not, indeed, as a com- 
mentary did Dante write, hut as the originator of 
much we see. The Italian painters drank deep at 
the inspiration of his verses when they sought to 
give a visible image of Heaven and the beatitude of 
the saints, on their canvass. 

There arc other and other rooms, all filled with 
paintings of merit. One Ijall contains the earlier 
productions of Gentile and Giovanni Bellini. The 
genius and the elevated piety of these painters 
give expression to the countenances; but the 
dry colouring, the want of fore-shortening, the ab- 
sence of grace everywhere except in the faces — 
which are often touchingly beautiful — all exhibit the 
infancy of the art. 

The Academy contains also a hall for statues ; in 
which the glossy marble of Canova’s Hebe looks, I 
am sorry to say, shrunk and artificial, beside the 
mere plaster casts of the nobler works of the 
Ancients. 
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LETTER VIII. 

Chiesa de’ Frari. — San CJiorgio Maggiorc. — Santa Maria della Salute. 

— Lido. — The Giudecca. — The Fondamenti Nuovi. — The Islands. 

—The Armenian Convent. 

Venice, September. 

There arc three churches here in particular, 
which we have visited several times, with interest ; 
the most venerable, the Westminster Abbey of 
Venice, is the church of Santa Maria de^ Frari, 
built in the middle of the thirteenth century. 
Every portion of this vast and noble edifice is filled 
with tombs and j)ictures, exciting respect and adrni^ 
ration. Many a Doge is here buried ; and many 
monuments, some mausoleums in size and magni- 
ficence, some equestrian, some mere urns. Gothic or 
of the middle ages, crowd the walls. With more 
veneration we looked on the unadorned stone, 
inscribed with the honoured name of Titian. He 
died on the 9th September, 1.575, at the age of 
ninety-nine, of the plague, and the visitation of this 
calamity caused the citizens to consign him hastily 
to the grave, without thought of marking it by any 
monument or inscription, so that the spot was almost 
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forgotten. The mortuary registers of the ehurch of 
S. Toinmaso j)rove that he then died, and was here 
buried, and his name with a few words conjoined 
have been chiselled in the pavement. The republic 
of Venice projected a monument, which the troubled 
times and invasion of Napoleon prevented their 
accomplishirg. Canova made a model subse- 
quently ; but, dying before he could execute it, the 
marble was entrusted to various sculptors, and is 
erected in his own honour in this church on the 
side opposite to the spot where Titian lies. There 
is something very impressiye in the idea of this 
monument — a procession of figures entering the 
half-opened door of a dark tomb. 

There arc several })leasing pictures in the church, 
chiefly by Salviati ; but its pride in painting is an 
altar-piece of Giovanni Bellini. He had lived long 
and painted much in fresco, when, at more than 
sixty years of age, he was initiated in oil painting 
by Antoncllo of Messina, and executed his chefs- 
(Tceuvre , — a picture in the church of San Pietro, on 
the island of Murano, and that which we have 
looked at with interest and delight in the sacristy 
of this church. It presents,^^ says Mr. Rio, " the 
imposing seriousness of a religious composition, in 
the figure of the Virgin, and in that of the saints 
which surround the throne on which she sits; in 
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the faces of the angels it equals the most charming 
miniatures for freshness of colour and ingenuous- 
ness of expression. A foretaste of beatitude seems 
to have wanned the old man’s soul as he worked — 
he has removed the cloud of melancholy with which 
he formerly loved to cover the Virgin’s countenance; 
he no longer paints the Mother of the seven sor- 
rows, but rather the cause of our joy.”* 

Exactly oi)posite our canal, at the entrance from 
the Quay to the Canale Grande, is the church of 
San Giorgio Maggiore; it is built chiefly from a 
model of Palladio, anfl is the noblest in Venice. 
Our gondola landed us at the spacious marble plat- 
form before the church. Its situation is most happy. 
Looked at from the Piazzetta, it is the most stately 
ornament of Venice. Looking from it, a view is 
commanded of the towers, and domes, and palaces, 
that illustrate the opposite shore. The church is 
immense, and adorned by several pictures of Titian. 
A convent adjoined, now destroyed; but as we 
rambled about, we found that they had kindly 
retained, and left open for the visits of strangers, the 
celebrated cloister, surrounded by an elegant colon- 
nade of Ionic pillars, and the staircase, which is 
one of the boasts of Venice, 

Somewhat above, within the Canale Grande, is the 


De la Po^sie Chretienne. 
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church of Santa Maria della Salute ; this was built 

in 1631, a time when architecture had degenerated, 

• 

and a multiplicity of ornaments was preferred to that 
simple harmonious style, whose perfection has to my 
eye the effect of one of HandePs airs on the ear — ^filling 
it with a sense of exalted pleasure. Here was beauty, 
but it existed even in spite of the defects of the build- 
ing ; it sprang from its situation, its steps laved by 
the sea, its marble walls reflecting the prismatic 
colour of the waves, its commanding a view of great 
architectural beauty ; within also it contains pictures 
of eminent merit. 

The roof of the Sacristy possesses three Titians, 
which overpaid you for twisting your neck to look at 
them. Methinks they ought to convert the exclusive 
admirer of the mystic school, who would confine 
painting to the expression of one, it is true, of the 
most exalted among the passions — adoration, love, 
and contemplation of Divine perfection. These paint- 
ings are, what surely pictures ought to be allowed to 
be, dramatic in the highest sense; they tell a story; 
they represent scenes with unsurpassed truth and 
vigour. The killing of Goliath by David, is admi- 
rable. The countenance of the youthful hero, as he 
stands unarmed, with native honour clad,” is in- 
stinct with the glow of victory, purified by his artless 
reliance on the God of his fathers. The Sacrifice of 
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Isaac, is the only representation of that tremendous 
fLf i tiiat ever pleased me : generally it inspires pain-^ 
often disgust ; a father, imimpassioned and pitiless, 
about to cut the throat of his innocent and frightened 
child. But Titian's imagination allowed him to con- 
ceive the feelings that must have actuated and 
supported both father and son — th&t of unquestioning 
certainty that what God ordered was to be obeyed, 
not only ^vithout a murmur^ but with alacrity and a 
serene conviction that good alone could he the result. 

la garticalari the countenance of Isaac is the most 
touching commentary on this stoiy ; it displays awe 
of approaching death, without terror; it is solemn, 
yet lit up by that glance into eternity, and 
Unquestioned resignation to a will higher and better 
than his own, which alone could sanctify the horror 
of the moment. 

But, perhaps, surpassing these in power, is the 
Death of Abel. Usually, you see a man striking 
his brother the death-blow, as it seems, with cold- 
blooded brutality : here, you behold the wild frenzy 
that transported the fratricide out of himself., I 
have seen the passion of violent and terrible anger 
well expressed in two pictures only — ^this one, and 
that at Berlin, where the Duke of Gueldres clenches 
his fist at his father. 

Pue day, in one of our many rambles, we tried to 
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get into a church, but it was at the worst hour for 
such a visit — ^between one and four — ^when the 
chiircJics are closed. We tried to find the sacristan* 
wlicii a workman came to us — " You cannot get in 
thej-c,” he said; ‘‘but I will show you something.” 
He took us to the building at w^hich lie was at 
work — a convent for Dominicans. The French, 
during their rule, suppressed all the convents ; they 
arc being j*evjved, even in Lombardy, where, till lately, 
there \vei*e none. There wras nothing attractwc in 
a modern house divided off into narrow cells, two of 

wlivclv were wmilowless, and 2)omtcd out as luoffhi, 
di castigo, by our guide ; but it was curious (whether 
satisfactory ox not, 1 leave to others to decide,^ to see 
this building, narrow of dimensions, mean in its 
proportions, altogether insignificant in size and 
aspect, replace the stately edifices in which monks of 
olden time passed their lives. 

The church of the Jesuits is in the ornate style 
dear to this order, and is even in worse taste than 
usual. Before the high altar is spread the imitation 
of a carpet, formed of party-coloured marbles. Even 
the pictures — many of which are by Palma — ^that 
hang around, are robbed of their beauty by their 
juxtaposition to heavy, inelegant ornaments. 

We w^cre glad to leave it, and to turn our steps 
to the church of the Saints Giovanni and Paolo, 

VOL. II. P 
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\ ery large and majestic edifice ; it is more 
v<'.ncrablc than any other in Venice, and belongs 
to the middle ages; the name of the architect is 
lost : ail inscription under the organ only tells us, 
that it was begun in 1246, and consecrated in 1430. 
It is filled ^with magnificent tombs of the old Doges, 
and rich in pictures by Bonifazio, Bassano, Bellini — 
the famous Martyi’dom of Titian is taken hence. 
W'e often wander about its vast and stately nave, 
reading, with pleasure, the historical names on the 
tombs — taking delight in the many remains of thc^ 
.middle ages — and filled more and more with venera- 
tion for th(^ energy, magnificence, and taste of the 
Venetians. 

1 cannot tell you of all we see, or it would take 
you as long to read my letter as we shall be at 
Venice. As we remain a month, we do not crowd 
our day with sights ; our gondoliers come in the 
moruuig, and wc pass our time variously. Some- 
times, after visiting a single church, we arc rowed 
over to Lido ; and, crossing a narrow strip of sand, 
scattered with Hebrew tombstones, find ourselves on 
the borders of the ocean ; we look out over the sea 
on vessels bound to the East, or watch the fishing- 
boats return with a favourable wind, and glide, one 
after the other, into port, their graceful lateen sails 
filled by the breeze. We thus loiter hours away, 
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especially on cold days, wlicn we have been chilled 
at home ; but Lido has a heat of its own — its sands 
receiving and retaining the sun^s rays — ^whicli wc^ 
do not enjoy among the marbles and pavements of 
Venice. 

As tlie sun sinks behind the Euganeam^ hills, w(‘ 
rceross tlie lagune. Every Monday of this montli is 
a holiday for the Venetian shopkeepers and common 
people ; they repair in a multitude of gondolas to 
Lido, to refresh themselves at the little inn — to 
meet in holiday trim, and make merry on the sea- 
sands. AVe pass them in ^jrowds as we return on 
that day. Our way is, sometimes (according as tin* 
tide serves,) under the walls of the madhouse, cele- 
brated in Shelley’s poem of Julian and Maddalo — 

“ A windo^Tless, deformed, and dreary pile.’' 

Vet not quite windowlcss; for there are grated, 
unglazed apertures — against which the madmen 
cling — and gaze sullenly, or shout, or laugh, or sing, 
as their wild mood dictates. 

We often allow our gondolier to take us where he 
will ; and we see a church, and we say, what is that? 
and make him seek the sacristan, and get out to 
look at something strange and unexpected. Thus we 
viewed the church of St. Sebastian, which contains 
the chef-d'oeuvre of Paul Veronese, the Martyrdom of 
F 2 
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St. Mark. There is something in the works of thi» 
artist, which, without being ideal or sublime, i» 
graceful and dignified — ^according to the dignity of 
this world; — his groups are formed of the high-born 
and high-bred, and all the concomitants of his 
])ictures are conceived in the same style of mundane 
])iit elegant magnificence. Sometimes we walk: 
passing through the busy Mcrceria, wc get entangled, 
and lose ourselves in the calk of Venice; — wc see an 
oj)en door and peep in, and ask where we are from 
a passer by ; and hear a name of historic renown, and 
tind ourselves viewing, by chance, one of the wonders 
of the place. A favourite walk is straight across 
towards the north, till we reach the Fondamenti 
Niiovi, a handsome quay, from which we command a 
\\vw of many of the smaller islands ; and far distant, 
the J ulian Alps and the mountains of Friuli. It is 
to me a most exalted pleasure to look on these 
heaven-climbing shapes. 

Sometimes, if the morning be kerchiefed in a 
comely cloud,” and it feels chilly, we cross merely to 
the Canale della Giudecca, which is almost a lagunc, 
and being \ ery much wider than the Canal Grande, 
is not so convenient for common traffic; a hand- 
some street or quay, turned to the south, borders 
the water — which, receiving the noonday sun, forms 
a pleasant and warm promenade. 
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Madame de Gcnlis exclaims, Quelle tristi^ ville 
que Vcnisc ! ” For those who love the coiifnsiyn 
and clatter of carriages, the garish look of smart 
shops, and a constant flux and reflux of passers-by, 
it is indeed dull, Tlicrc is no noise (except the 
church bells, of wliich there is too muchj-s-no dust ; 
the waters sparkle silently at your feet ; the marble 
palaces catch their radiance and arc dressed in 
prismatic colours, reflected from the waves. It js 
a place where you may dream away your life, quite 
forgetful of the rubs, thorns, and hard knocks of 
more bustling cities. 

But if Venice be tranquil, come with me beyond 
Venice, and tell me what name to give to the 
su])erlative stillness that reigns when we cross tlu‘ 
laguncs to the islands — Murario, Mazzorbo, Burano 
Torcello. Little remains on them, except th(* 
churches, built in the younger days of Venice; 
several of these are magnificent in marbles, and 
interesting from their pictures, painted in the 
infancy of the art. We rambled about, and our 
very footsteps seemed unnaturally to invade th(‘ 
stillness that dwells on these desert shores, beside 
the waveless lagune. For a time we might fancy 
ourselves — 

“ The first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea.” 
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We were pleased; but quiet became lethargy; 
aiid the dank grass and marshy ground looked 
unhealthy. We were glad to be rowed back to 
Venice. 

It was much pleasanter to visit the Armenian 
convent. This is the beau idedl of gentlemanly 
and clerical seclusion. Its peaceful library ; its 
(cultivated and shady garden ; the travelled tastes 
of its inmates, wJio all come from the East, 
and arc not imprisoned by their vows, but travel 
on various missions, even as far as that Ultima 
Thule which we consici^r the centre of all busy 
life — the view of the domes and towers of 
Venice ; and further still, of the Euganean hills 
to the west, and of the Alps to the north ; the 
sight you caught of some white sails on the far 
ocean; — all this gave promise of ])eace without 
ennui — a retreat — but not a tomb. 

Thus I dwell on the beauty, the majesty, the 
dreamy enjoyments of Venice. 1 will now endea- 
voiu*, thougli the time I stay is too short to enable 
me to observe much, to tell you something of the 
Venetians. 
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LETTER IX. 

Free Port. — Venetian Society. — Titles of the Nobiiity. — The Doiii. 

— Infant School. 

OrTOUKR. 

When I was here last, the duties on all imports 
to Venice were liigh, living became expensive, and 
the city languished ; — it is how a free port ; es (‘i*y- 
thing enters without paying the slightest toll, with 
tlie exception of tobacco. The Emptiror of Austria 
grows a wretched jdant, to which lu! giv(‘s this 
name, on liis jiatenial acres, and will not allow 
his subjects to smoke anything else. If tliat were 
the only misdeed of his government, 1 should not 
quarrel with him, but only with the people, who 
do not thereon forego the idle habit of cigars 
altogether. 

The free port gives a far greater appearance of 
life and activity to the city than it formerly had ; 
and some luxuries — such as Turkish coffee, and, 
indeed, all things from the East, are much better 
and cheaper than with us. To the Venetians, 
coffee stands in lieu of wine, beer, spirits, ever\ 
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exciting drinic, and they obtain it in perfection at a 
very low price. The Austrian is doing what he can 
to revive trade, so to increase his store ; for two 
thirds of the taxes of the Hegno Loiubiirdo-Vcncto 
go to Vienna. He desires that railroads should be 
made, and *one is being constructed from Milan to 
Venice. Nay, they arc in the act of building a 
bridge for the railroad carriages from Mestre to 
the centre of the city; however convenient, it is 
impossible not to repine at this innovation; the 
power, the commerce, the arts of Venice are gone, 
the bridge will rob it of its romance. 

With scarcely any exception, all the Venetians of 
the higher ranks arc at Villeggiatura at this season, 
so we have seen but very few of them. Tlie manner 
in which the upper class live is, I fancy, monotonous 
enough. In the winter, the Viceroy comes from 
Milan to inhabit his palace, and gives a few^ balls. 
Some ladies open their houses for conversazioni in 
the evening ; but the usual style is for each lady to 
have her circle, and the genersil drawing-room is 
the Opera-house ; or they assemble in the Piazza of 
San Marco. There is a plentiful supply of chairs 
before the doors of the principal caffes, and they 
sit and converse. It is not etiquette for a lady 
to enter a caffe, and they arc shocked at the 
English women, who jlo not perceive the difference 
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between eating their ice, or sipping their coffee, in 
the open Piazza, and entering the shop itself^ 
To sit or to walk, listening to the band, and 
exchanging visits in this glorious drawing-room, 
lighted up by the mighty lamps of heaven, is, 
especially to an unhacknied stranger? v(*rv 
pleasant way of passing a summer evening. The 
caffe to which the noble Venetians resort, is that 
of Suttil. Foreigners go next door to Florian, 
where Galignani is taken in, which is an attraction 
to the English. 

That reading does not •flourish here, may he 
gathered from the fact that there is no circulating 
library, nor any literary society, sucli as arc frequent 
in country towns in France and England, where 
people subscribe among one another for the supply of 
books. The French Consul tried to establish one, but 
did not succeed. I think it is Doctor Gregory who 
says, reading novels is better than a total incapacity 
to take an interest in books, since it enlarges tin* 
mind more than no reading at all. It is sometimes 
all(‘ged, that in a state of society where there is no 
thought nor desire for the acquisition of knowledge, 
it is better not to read, than to imbibe the opium or 
exciting cordials of the usual run of novels. I'Ik* 
question is, whether these works are not a step 
towards awakening a desire for nobler and more 
F 3 



106 


AAMBLES IN GERMANY 


useful mental culture. Meanwhile, to live among a 
people who do not read — do not desire to learn — 
f)re8ents to us a singular phasis of society. What 
can they do ? Many things, it may be said, remain 
for women in the discharge of their duties, without 
becoming •Hue ; but the fact is, that a desire for 
improvement is the salt of the human intellect ; that 
a wish to acquire knowledge is natural to a well-con- 
ditioned mind, and ought especially to exist among 
individuals of that class of society which enjoys 
uninterrupted leisure. The Italians are delicately 
organised, and have intuitive taste in music and most 
of the line arts ; but accomplishments, as they are 
called, cannot be cultivated to any extent, nor can 
(!ven a love of duty subsist among the idle, w^hich 
the Italians proverbially arc. 

Still, among the Venetians, as all over Italy, you 
must not suppose because they are ignorant — be- 
cause they live in a confined routine — because to 
make love in their youth, and take care of their 
money in later years, be the occupation of the 
greater number, that you find the provincial tone of 
a French or Enghsh country town. Graceful man- 
ners — accents modulated by the kindest courtesy — 
suavity that is all gentleness, and a desire to do more 
than please, to be useful, is innate among them — it 
reigns in every class of society, and wins irresistibly? 
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1 was last at Venice, many many years 
ago, I knew no Venetians, and it so happened that tin* 
English whom 1 saw chose to erect themselves into 
censors of this people, and to speak of them in 
unmeasured terms of censure. New to Italy, we 
believed those who had lived there long.* ^Shelley, 
in his letters and poems, echoes these impre.s- 
sions. I cannot pretend to say with what jiistiee 
such opinions were formed : I do not know whether 
the Venetians are improved. If a foreigner came 
to England, and chose to associate with the mt>st 
vicious of our country peopic, both nobles and that 
worst race who live by the vices of the rich, he 
might find as much to abhor as Lord B — nipre- 
sented as detestable at Venice. But then then* is 
another class among us, — and he declared therft 
was no other here. We know^, ii^dced, generally 
speaking, that Italian morality is not ours ; but if 
it falls short in some things, perhaj)s in others, if 
we knew them well, we should be obliged to confess 
its superiority. 

The duties of husband and wife are in England 
observed with even more sanctity than they obtain 
credit for. But in how many instances do our 
affections and duties begin and end there — with 
the exception of those exercised by the parents 
towards their very young children. We all know 
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that when a son or daughter marries, they literally 
fulfil the dictum of Adam, " therefore shall a man 
leave his father and mother, and cleave unto his 
wife.” Our family affections centre in the small 
focus of the married pair, and few and ineffectual 
are the radii that escape and go beyond. 

Now, it must be acknowledged that, however 
endearing at the outset, however necessary and 
proper, to a certain extent, such a state of things 
may be, it often degenerates after a little time into 
the most sordid selfishness. The Italians are defi- 
cient in this self-dedication to one, but they have 
wider extended family attachments, of a very warm 
and faithful description. We who consider it a 
necessity of life to have a menage to ourselves — 
each couple in its nest — cannot understand the har- 
mony and affection nourished in a little republic, 
often consisting of grandfather and grandmother, 
who may be said to have abdicated power, and live 
in revered retirement — their days not counted and 
grudged, as with us is too frequently the case : then 
comes father and mother, respected and loved — and 
then brothers and sisters. If a sister marries, she 
becomes a part of another family, and goes away. 
The son brings his wife under his father’s roof; but 
the size of their houses renders them independent 
in their daily life. The younger sons are not apt to 
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marrj^ because, in addition to their want of fortune, 
too many women, essentially strangers, would thus be 
brought under one roof^ and would be the occasion 
of discord. Wc know how readily the human heart 
yields to a law which it looks on as irrefragable ; 
submitting to single life, uncles learn to •love their 
nephew^s and nieces as if they were their own off- 
spring, and a strong family chain is thus formed. 
A question may arise as to how much of family 
tyranny turns these hnks into heavy fetters. In 
the first })lacc, their families are seldom as 
numerous as with us. T3ie necessities of their 
position fall lightly on the males. All over the 
world younger sons seldom marry ; or only do so 
to exchange luxury for straitened circumstances ; and 
younger sous who continue to grow old under the 
paternal roof, sharing hy right the luxuries to which 
they were born, and in which they were educated, 
arc better off than our younger sons, who are often 
thrust forth from the luxurious home of their youth, 
to live on a bare pittance in a wretched lodging. 

Unmarried women all over the Continent have so 
much the worst of it, that few remain single. How 
they contrive to dispose of their girls, now convents 
arc in disuse, I cannot tell; but, as I have said, there 
are not so many as with us, and they usually contrive 
to marry. At times you may find a maiden aunt. 
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given up to devotion, who sheds a gentle and kindly 
influence over the house. It does not strike me 
that, as regards daughters who survive their parents, 
things arc much better managed with us. 

This family afiection nurtures many virtues, and 
renders the manners more malleable, more courteous, 
and deferential. For the rest, though 1 cannot pre- 
tend to be behind the scenes — and though, as I have 
said, their inorsility is confessedly not ours — I am 
sure there is much both to respect as well as love 
among the Italians. 

The great misfortune which the nobles labour under 
is, in the first place, a bad education, and .afterwards 
the want of a career. The schools for children are 
as bad as they can be; — at their universities there is 
a perpetual check at work, to prevent the students 
imbibing liberal opinions ; for as the governments of 
Italy consider that those who dedicate themselves to 
study and reflection arc sure to be inimical to 
them, so do they look on such with jealousy and 
distrust, while sharp watch is kept on the professors, 
to prevent their ranging beyond the bounds of 
science, into the demesnes of philosophy.* Young 

♦ 1 remember an instance of the sort of interference which 
occurred in Tuscany, at the University of Pisa, during the mild and 
comparatively liberal reign of Ferdinand.*, It is well known that 
during the Carnival the people promenade in particular streets (in 
Pisa on the Lungo PArno), the gentry iu their carriages, and often 
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men at college, however, are all liberal, all ardent 
for the freedom of their country, all full of the 
noblest, though too often the most impracticable 
views for her regeneration. They leave college, — 
and what is to become of them? If they ha^'e 
already distinguished themselves for bnldness of 
opinions, or even for great cai)acity and love of 
knowledge, they are marked men; they are not 
permitted to travel ; — ^in auy case they have no 
career, unless they give in at once their adherence 
to Austria ; and, certainly, however hopelessness or 
misfortune may tame and uiducc them to do this in 
after times, at their first outset in life, an Italian 
would feel as if, in so doing, he were a traitor to his 
country. Some few there are — as many perhaps 
as with us — chosen spirits, wdio can ])ursue their 
course, devoted to study, or the service of their 
fellow creatures — abstracted from the frivohty or 
vices of society. But the majority have either never 
felt the true touch of patriotism and a desire for 
improvement, or find such incompatible with worldly 
pleasure. There is little or no public employment ; 

masked. Tbe Btudents at Pisa got up a masque of an elaborate 
kind, I think of heathen gods and goddesses, or some such thing. 
The folloTtring Carnival, the professors, wishing to turn this play to 
nobler uses, combined with the students to get up a procession of 
masks personating all the illustrious men of Italian history. Govern- 
ment considered this a dangerous reminiscence of past glory, and 
forbade it. 
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the marine is but a name ; the army, no true Italian 
would enter ; if they did, they would be quartered 
far away from their native country, in Hungary 
or Bohemia; they have nothing to occupy their 
minds, and of course plunge into dissipation. Flay 
is the whirlpool that engulphs most of them. As 
with us during the middle of the last century — as 
among a certain set of our present aristocracy — play 
is their amusement, their occupation, their ruin ; — 
many of the noblest Italian families are passing 
away, never more to be heard of, the heirs of their 
wealth having lost all i]>play. — New men, mostly of 
Jewish extraction, who have gained by banking, stock 
jobbing, and money lending, what the others have lost 
by their extravagance, are rising on their downfall. 

A curious anomaly exists among the nobility of 
the north of Italy. It is well known that titles in 
England are on a different footing from those on the 
Continent, and- hence are far more respected. In 
England, a peer is an hereditary legislator, he is 
certain to possess a ^comparatively large fortune ; so 
that, to be a noble ydth us, is to be in the possession 
of power and influence. His sons, except the eldest, 
enjoy little of all this, and in the next generation 
they sink into untitled gentry. In Italy, indeed 
every where abroad, the descendants of a noble are 
also noble to the end of time. The individuals of 
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this order, in consequence, intcmiany only among 
one another, and flourish as a numerous class, 
wholly apart \ but of course the respect in which 
titles arc held is greatly diminished, as power and 
fortune by no means constantly attend them. 

At present many of the most illustrious families 
of Venice and Lombardy have lost their titles. 
Thus it happened. On Napoleon^s downfall, when 
Venice and her territories and other parts of 
Northern Italy were ceded to Austria, the king- 
dom Lombardo-Veneto was formed, and all those 
persons who wished to become nobles of the new 
state, \vcrc ordered to j)rove their titles by producing 
the diplomas and documents establishing the same. 
The Venetians could easily have complied, since 
the names of the nobility were, under the republic, 
inscribed in the lihro d^oro; for, although the 
original of this book was burnt by the republicans 
in 1797, several copies existed ; and the Venetian 
nobles were informed, that on presenting a petition 
to request leave, and paying the tax or fees, 
they might retain the titles of their forefathers. 
Many who were descended from families which had 
given doges to the state, refused to petition. — 
MTiat is the house of Ilapsberg,” they said, " that 
it should pretend to ennoble the offspring of old 
Rome Nor would they deign to request honours 
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from the invaders of their country, who carried their 
insolence so far as to demand proof of noble origin 
from those who, for centuries, had illustrated the 
pages of history with their names.* 

The nobility of Lombardy were also called upon 
to ask fdr the confirmation of the titles which they 
already possessed, by producing the documents 
that proved them. Very few were able to comply, 
as the Jacobins had destroyed their papers when 
they seized on all public and pri\Rte archives, and 
burned them. Thus many of the most ancient and 
illustrious families are deprived of the titles w’hich, 
for centuries, they enjoyed. These regulations con- 
cern that portion of Lombardy lately incorporated 

♦ All the aristocracy — or as tlicy call it, llic famiglie tribunizie of 
Venice, consider thetubclvcs descended from old Roman families of the 
Equestrian order, and the names of several seem to attest the validity 
of this pretension. Padua sent a colony to the island of Rivo Alto, or 
Rialto, in 421 ; and the command for the building of the new city was 
entrusted to Alberto Faliero, Tommaso Caudiano, and Cenune l>aulo, 
or Dandoln. llencc it appears probable that the families of Falieru, 
Candiano, and Dandolo are descended from tho Roman patricians who 
were present at tho first building of the city of Rialto, lu the 
ninth century the scat of Venetian government was transferred from 
tho island of Rialto to Eraclca, and the independence of Venice 
was established. Now, before and after that epoch it„ may be 
said Venice was tho only city in Europe, which from its foundation 
for fourteen centuries never submitted to a foreign yoke ; and it is 
said that the old Venetian families have preserved in their lineaments 
the primitive character of the race whence they sprung. Dr. Edwards 
having examined carefully the portraits of the series of doges, and com- 
pared them with the countenances of their actual descendants, romes to 
this conclusion. 
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in tlie Austrian kingdom. With regard to the 
Milanese nobility, and that belonging to the states 
which Austria possessed before the French Revo- 
lution, the edicts touched only the new nobility, 
for which the Austrian governinent entertained an 
antipathy, and was desirous of finding a pretence for 
depriving of rank ; it was often enabled to succeed 
by taking advantage of some flaw in their diplo- 
mas, or in the manner in which they had fulfilled 
the conditions contained in the article of the con- 
stitution which treats of feudal tenures. It also 
forced the nobles of Lombai’dy, who had received 
additional rank, to choose whether they would belong 
to the ancient nobility by their old titles, or to the 
modern by their new. Litta and Visconti, who had 
been made dukes, as well as others who had been 
advanced in rank, chose the former, and thus, though 
of ancient race, belong to the new nobility. 

But to return to the more important topic of the* 
state of knowledge in Italy — ^for this matter of titles 
is held by themselves in great contempt, and only 
thought of as marking the desire of Austria to 
arrogate power and to annoy. The Italians can! very 
little for titles ; and I have often heard them say, 
that until they visited France or England, they 
scarcely knew^or cared whether they possessed any. 

You must not suppose, from what I say, that Italy 
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in no way shares in the enhghtenment of the present 
times. Moreover, the Emperor of Austria admits 
the diffusion of science in his dominions. Happy 
Italians, to whom is conceded one path, on which their 
minds may proceed in the journey onwards for which 
God erfcated man. The Austrian government is 
aware that their own native subjects can go pottering 
on with theories and science, without one aspiration 
to become men, in the free and noble sense of self- 
government, stirring in their hearts : it supposes that 
it will be the same in Italy ; but the people of this 
country are made of different clay ; and it seems to 
me, that as Jehovah hardened the heart of Pharaoh 
for his own destruction, so does he soften the heart 
of Prince Mettemich, thus to admit a system of 
improvement into Lombardy, which w'ill hereafter 
prove the instrument of the overthrow of his power. 
Science is generally pursued by clever Italians 
as a mode of employing their understandings, which 
does not excite the suspicion of government; and 
scientific meetings, such as assemble with us at 
stated times in the great provincial towns, take 
place yearly in Italy. This season the learned met 
in. Padua ; and at the inn where we refreshed our- 
selves in that city, we found tables spread for three 
hundred Dotti^ as they are called. , A ridiculous 
story came to us the other day from across the 
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lagune. A student of the university looking over 
the bridge, and seeing come up the river a barge 
full of pumpkins, cried out, " Vengono i dotti — see, 
they have sent their heads before them ! Testa di 
zjicca, or pumpkin-head, answers to our phrase of 
blockhead. This, however, w as regarded as a serious 
insult, and the offender has been put under arrest, 
and is to be imprisoned till the great men leave 
Padua. 

There is another point for w hich the gov ernment 
shews toleration, on condition that its ow n political 
catechism is taught — infant schools. I visited one, 
and w as much interested. It belongs to our district 
of Venice, and is one among many. It was for both 
boys and girls under the age of nine. I saw the 
girls^ room first. They Icam according to the system 
now' prevalent everywhere for teaching the poor — 
BelPs and Lancaster's, as it used to be called. There 
w ere some thirty or forty girls ; and I am sorry to 
say they did not shew so well as the boys ; the cause, 
I trusty being that the head-teacher, a priest, at- 
tended only to the latter. I do not mean to detract 
from the governesses who presided over both schools: 
they seemed sensible and zealous, and in every way 
the w'holc thing was respectable. But the priest, 
a young man, has a passion for arithmetic ; he 
teaches it with ardour to his pupils, who have a 
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happy knack for tlic same ; and the sums wc wit* 
nessed brought to a happy conclusion by these little 
fellows, all under nine years of age, and one between 
seven and eight being the cleverest, were to me quite 
prodigious. Once the master disputed a point ; the 
boys insisted they were right, and so it proved. Wc 
gave the sums. As to the correctness of the compu- 
tation, we trusted a good deal to the honour of the 
governesses and master; but in truth, to see the eager 
and intelligent way in which the boys answered, was 
quite sufficient, for no one could be so ready and glad 
unless he felt himself jn the right. These children 
were not i)retty. I have often remarked, that hand- 
some as the Italian common people arc, their children 
(probably from bad food) arc seldom good-looking. 

Unfortunately, when the children leave the infant 
schools, their education ends ; they fall back on the 
habits of indolence and ignorance indigenous here. 
How far their arithmetical studies may conduce to 
their honesty, I cannot guess. I am not one of those 
who say, 

“ Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring.” 

A little light is better than total darkness; especially 
iu^taly, where the cleverness of the people prevents 
their ever booming stupid. They must learn some- 
thing; anC^little^^od is better than all bad. 
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LETTER X. 

Venetian Palaces. — Gondolieri. — Basilica of St. Mark.— -Opera. — 
llluuiination of the Fcnicc. 

Venice, OcxouKii. 

Many of tlie palaces of Venice still preserve their 
])icturcs, and shew, in their ninnbcrs and beauty, the 
wealth and taste of the families in old time. The 
Palazzo Manfrin contains, I think, the largest and 
most (dioice collection. It has some incomparable 
pictures by Giorgione, the contemporary, and rival, 
of Titian, lie also was a pu])il of Gian Belhiii. 
but invented a style of his own, and first painted 
with that richness and grandeur of colouring which 
is the pride of the Venetian school. Ilis pictures in 
the Palazzo Manfrin arc wonderfully beautiful. The 
Deposition from the Cross, by Titian, is here: 
indeed, the collection is in every respect magni- 
ficent, and deserves many visits. In the Palazzo 
Mocenigo (which Lord Byron inhabited — ^the^ 
are two palaces Mocenigo: it is one of the most 
illustrious families of Venice), there 10 the design for 
the Paradiso of Tintoretto. In the Palazzo Fisani 
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is an admirable picture by Paul Veronese — ^the 
Family of Darius at the feet of Alexander. It rises 
above liis usual style of mere portraiture into the 
ideal. There is the true chivakous expression in the 
mien and countenance of the youthful victor — ^the 
grandcui; of habitual command, the dignity resulting 
from noble ambition ; at the same time, you s(‘e that 
his very soul is touched by compassion for the fallen 
princesses, and the ingenuous shame which a generous 
mind feels on beholding those lately placed so high 
humiliate themselves before him, mantles in his face. 

In the Barberigo Palace is the Maddalcna Sca- 
pigliata of Titian. Her eyes, swollen and red, are 
raised to heaven, and her face is disfigured by much 
wec})ing. Her remorse, her vehemence of grief, 
differs wholly from the tender sorrow, chastened and 
suj)ported by faith, of Correggio's Magdalen. At 
first sight, the deformity of her features produced by 
violent weeping, is almost repulsive ; but the picture 
gains on you ; the real beauty of the countenance — 
a something of noble and soft, in spite of passionate 
sorrow and self-abasement. — is perceptible through 
her tears. 

We were taken to-day to see a modern picture 
painting for the Emperor. It is on a large scale — 
Foscari taking l(*ave of his Father; his mother is 
fainting; the Doge, struggling with contending 
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emotions, turns half away. The best figure is that 
of the son: the feebleness arising from physical 
suffering — ^veneration for his seemingly severe parent 
— ^grief, tenderness, and resignation — are well ex- 
pressed in his kneeling figure and downcast face. 

The Venetians are much interested at this moment 
by the restoration of the Pala of the high altar of 
St. Markus. It required an order to view it and the 
other precious objects preserved in the Treasury. 

The Basilica of San Marco is the most singular 
among the edifices of Venice. Its strange Arab 
architecture denotes its great jxntiquity. The ancient 
chapel of St. Theodore (who, before the transfer of 
the body of St. Mark, was the patron saint of the city), 
built in 552, was incorporated in 828 in the ancient 
church of St. Mark, at the time when the bones of 
the Saint arrived. These edifices being consumed^by 
fire, the foundations of the present were laid in 976, 
and completed in 1071 ; but even until the middle 
of the last century its internal decorations were not 
completed. 

Every portion glistens with precious stones. Its 
walls are covered with pictures in Mosaic : its pave- 
ment, and the five hundred columns that adorn it, 
are composed of verde antique, jasper, porphyry, 
agate, and the most precious marbles. Usually, one 
cares little for such things; but here the barbaric 
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magnificence — the Easteim aspect — the tombs of 
heroes it contains, and its association with the 
glories of the republic — combine to render the 
tribute of Mammon to Heaven interesting. 

The high altar has two Pale : one covers tlie 
other. The internal one, a curiosity from its ricli- 
nc^ss, has been taken down to be repaired. It is called 
the Pala dh)ro, and is formed of enamel paintings 
on silvca* and gold, encrusted with a profusion of 
gems ; it was executed at Constantinojile by order of 
the Doge Piero Orseolo, under whose reign the 
Basilica was finished. It nmv forms tlui delight of 
Venice, and many noble ladies have* contributed a 
quantity of gems, to re|)lace those that have been 
lost. It is a curious specimen of the state of the 
arts in the middle ages, before it revived and 
reotived a soul from the great painters of Tuscany 
and Umbria. It is all glitter and richness, and a 
sort of barbarie elegance, without real taste. 

The treasure of St. Mark once overflowed with 
wealth, in gems, pearls, and worked gold, chiefly 
transferred from Const ant ino])le ; these have all dis- 
appeared ; the only objects that attract attention are 
an antique })or])hyry vase, with letters carved on it, 
such as are found in l\n'se])olis — and a golden rose, 
one of tho.se which it was the practice of the popes to 
present on certain occasions to catholic sovereigns. 
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This had been presented to a dog^e of Venice ; it Avas 
no meagre gift, being a very large bough, bearing 
many roses, all formed of the precious metal. 

Each day wc grow more familiar with this delight- 
ful city — favourite of Amphitrite and the Nereids ; 
the little roots, generated by sympathy taijoy- 
ment, begin to strike out, and 1 shall feel the violence 
of transplanting when forced to go. I look wistfully 
on some of the palaces, thinking that Iktc I might 
find a pleasant, peaceful home ; nor is thc^ idea, though 
impracticable for me, wholly visionary. JS(W(U’al of 
the palaces, bereft of their idd jiossessors, an* used 
for public offices, or are let at a low rent. It is easy 
to obtain a house, whose marble staircase, lofty 
halls, and elegant architecture, surj)ass anything to 
be found in Franct; or England. Stweral English 
gentlemen have taken apartnuaits, and fitt(^d tli(*m 
up with old furniture, and find themse lves, at slight 
cost, surrounded by Venetian grandeur. No one can 
spend much money in Venice; : — a gondola is a veiy 
inexpensive carriage ; hiring one, as we do, costs four 
swanzikers a day — about four pounds a month, with 
a huona mano of half a .swanziker a day to the gondo- 
lier, on going away. 

Of course, if settled, you must build your own 
gondola; and to be respectahle you iriust Ijave two 
ffondolieri in livery. The apj)carance of the l)oat- 

G 2 
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iiicii dressed like; footmen is, to my eye, the only 
inliarmonious si^lit in Venice. Tliesc men used to 
lj(‘ r(!serv(^d only for the use of the |[^ondola and 
earryin*:: messapjfis ; but in these: ])oorer days, they 
sei*ve as doim'stics in tlu^ house ; they are still, how- 
evei‘, a rafie a])art, thoroughly acquainted with every 
nook and (corner of the city ; int(*lllgcnt, alert, 
zealous ; i‘eady (as we wen^ told of old) to do any 
})ad errand ; but with sucli having nothing to do, 
we know nothing. We have two gondolas in our 
])ay. One of the cjondolicri is a favourite, Beppo, 
No. 803; the other, Marco, 307. We have no 
fault to find w'ith either; and they join intelli- 
g('nce to exactness. At first, we would not engage 
Marco, because, ae(*ustonied to foreigners, he was 
proud of liis scraj)s of bad French. W(^ made a 
bargain with him that he should always speak 
Italian — Venetian we w’^ould not insist u})on, for wc 
should not understand him. I am almost sorry to 
know' nothing of Venetian; it was the first dialect 
formed from Latin that w'as wTitten. At the time 
when, in the other cities of Italy, the annals were 
drawn up in barbarous Latin, the Venetians made 
their records in their vernacular tongue, which 
remain to this day in multitudinous volumes in the 
Library of St. Mark. It has been averred that the 
first colonists from Padua brought this dialect of the 
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Latin witli tlieiii, and that it is a remnant of the 
vernacular of Roman Italy. Nine centuries later, 
the lingua Toscana could scarcely he, said to exist ; 
th(‘ language of Bruiietto Latin i, Dante\s master, 
being very scant and inefficient. 1 am told that 
Dante himself hesitated whether to write liis 
“Divina Comedia in Latin or Venetian, till 
fortunately lie became aware that the talk ol‘ the 
common peojde of Tuscany jmssesscMl all the el(‘- 
ments of ex])ression ; and he, collecting them with 
that life-giving power proper to genius, created 
a language!, in itself heroic and persuasive, out 
of a chaos of inharmonious barbarisms.^^* There 
is, 1 beli(‘Ae, even at this day, gi’catcr scojie for wit 
and airy gi’acc in A^eiKJtian than in Tuscan. 

The goudolieri often sing at their oars ; nor are 
the verses of Tasso quite forgotten. One delicious 
calm moonlight evening, as we were walking on the 
Piazzetta, an old gondoUere challenged a younger 
one to alternate with him the stanzas of the G(!ru- 
salemme.^^ I have often wished to hear them. It 
was a double jilcasure that I did not do so by 
command, but in the true old Venetian way, two 
challenging each other voluntarily, and taking up 
alternate stanzas, till one can remember no more, 
and the other comes off conqueror. arc told 


* Shelley’s “ Defence of Poetry.’ 
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that the air to which they sinp; is monotonous : 
so it is ; yet well adapted to recitation. The anta- 
gonists stood on the Piazzetta, at the verge of 
the laguna, surrounded by other gondolieri — ^the 
whole scene lighted up by the moon. They 
chanted the favourite ])assagc, the death of Clorinda. 
1 could only follow the general sense, as they 
rcicite in Venetian ; but the subject of tlic verse, 
high and lieroic, the associations called up — ^the 
beauty of th(^ spot — a sort of dignity in tlu^ ges- 
tures of the elder boatman, and notliiiig harsh, 
though it might be monotonous, in their chaunt 
— the whole thing gave me iuexj)rcssible ])lcasur(^ 
— it was a Venetian scene, dressed in its best ; 
and the imagination w^as wrapped in perfect 
enjoyment. 

The weeks pass away, and we are soon, 1 am 
sorry to say, about to leave Venice. We have taken 
our sight-seeing quietly, and each day has had a 
novel ])lea8ure. It is one of our amusements to visit 
th(^ piazza of San Marco at two in the afternoon, 
when, on the striking of the hour on the great clock, 
the pigeons come down to be fed. These birds 
are sacred to Saint Mark, and it is penal to kill any. 
They lead a happy life, petted by all the citizens. 
Now and then they may be served up at the dinner 
of a poor man \ but they are too many not to spare, 



AND ITALY. 


IU7 


without grudging, an iiulividiial or two for the good 
of their main tamers. 

liavc visited the arsenal, a monument of tlie 
gloiy and commerce of Venice ; silent, cm])ty, use- 
less. One poor brig lies in the liarboui*; it servi'd 
during tlu* late war in the East; and the yoKing ollicer, 
who kindly acted as cicerone, had cajitured a Turk- 
ish flag, wliich showed fresh among ancient Venetian 
troj)hi(\s. ]t seemed only a pretty compliment when 
1 told him, that it gave me more ]>leasure tlnui all 
the curi(»sities he was showing us ; but 1 spoke the 
simple truth. Anything thaj demonstrates the valour 
and spirit of the present race of Italians, is mort* 
satisfactory to behold, than all the cobwebbed glories 
of old times. 

No good opera is going on here. The Eenicc, 
the large tlieatn;, is only open dui-ing carnival. Tlu^ 
most jiopular amustimeut is the famifjlia Viaitesi, 
about half a dozen children, who sing the Barhierc 
di Sevifflia and the Elisir d Amove, It was very 
wonderful, but not pleasing. There is a young 
and pretty prinia donna — a mezzo soprano — Gazza- 
niga, who takes the part of Romeo in the Monfecchi 
c Capuletti, and sings it veiy nicely; and there is an 
amusing buffo. 

A grand opera was got up at Padua during the 
visit of the Dotti^ and even Taglioni was engaged. 
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There was a talk of her corning to Venice, hut it fell 
to the ground. However, after the learned had 
dispersed, the operatic eouipany crossed the lagune, 
bringing tlie decorations of llohert Ic IHiibhi. The 
Italians do not understand German music. They 
bring it (int because it has been ])raised ; but they 
do not like it ; and alter it, and try to make it coin- 
cide with their taste, and spoil it C()m])let(‘ly. 

The Emjieror Perdinaiurs uncle, and the heir pn*- 
sunifitive of the imperial crown, is come to spend a day 
here, and it is thought proper to mark his visit by a 
festival. The Piazza di^ San Marco has been illu- 
minated — only with a inezza illuminazione, but still 
it was very Ix^autiful ; nor can anything be otherwise 
in the magnificent theatre of this stately square 

In addition they ojiened the op(‘ra-house of the 
Feiiice, and lighted it iqi. An dlnniinara in one of 
the great o])cra-houses is almost a national event in 
an Italian town : 1 never witnessed one before, and 
now could understand the excitement that it occa- 
sions. The price of boxes was very high, some sixty 

swaiizikers and more. Signor kindly brought 

me the keys of a very good box, o])positc that occu- 
pied by the royal jiarty. AVe w ent early ; the w hole 
house w’as full ; the passages and corridors, all bril- 
liantly lighted, were filled with the common people 
— admitted w ithout paying. Nothing could be more 
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aniinatod, more fray. Our gondolier, one of whose 
offices this is, jaiid for us, and showed us the way to 
•)nr box. AVlien the door opened we were dazzled; 
it was like a schmic in fairy land. Aecustoriicd to our 
hwv wax candl(‘s, and the deformijig, somhrer light of 

gas, tin* innuinerahle lights lliat shed moue than day 

• * 

over the wliole house, prodiU'cd an (dfect of brilliancy 
and (‘legance (piire. nulescribabh‘. 

There had been much debating as to tin; oj)era, 
Gazzan)ga wished to ha\e the Montecchl r Capu- 
htii, as sh(‘ shone in the part of Romeo ; but the 
priino buffo did not like to be exelnded from singing 
before Jl. H. 1. II Accordingly, the opera of Chi 
dura Vince was fixed on, in which Gazzaniga had a 
prominent serio-(‘ouiic part, Th(^ story of tln^ ])lay is 
similar to that of our Uonei/mona ; and the way in 
whieli sin* aele<l tin* ajjgiy. .Ielnde<l br’de was very 
amusing. Thi>. u]»era i> by Uieci, and has a few 
agreeable airs in it — tbougli nollnng rising above 
mediocrity. Th(‘ Archduke went aw^ay before the 
opera was over. Royal [lersonages laboin* so viiry 
hard ; and the Archduke was to leave Vt‘nice at I'our 
the following morning, lie went in a steamer to 
view the sea-wall building at Malamocco, and thence; 
is to proceed by steam to Trieste. Another steamer 
accom])anied him; and the first people of -Venice, 
and all strangers, were invited, as for a party of 
ci 3 
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])leasur(!. 1 had a sort of fore-feeling I should not 
lik(‘ it ; ibr though I was assured the steamer would 
mak(^ the voyage in the lagune on this side 
Lido, 1 (lid not quite believe that to b(^ possible. 
So it })rov(;d — the sUiamers took to the open sea, 
which wiwi rather rough ; and though plenty was 
provided to refresh and entertain the guests, very 
little was eaten. 
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LETTER XI. 

Journey to Florence. — Cold and rainy Season. — Excursion to VaU 
loinbrusa. 

OcTOiiKR .'JOtii. 

We have taken hight, over j)lain, river, autl 
inoimtain, and are arrived in the heautiful city of 
Italy — Firenze la Bella. parte,d excellent friends 

with the host of Plldtel d^ltalic, who had shown 
liiinself anxious to ])lease, and fair in his dealings. 
A veMnrino journey is always sornewliat tedious, and 
the dee[) roads neiglibouriiig th(j having heeji 
damaged by rain and flood, our progress was more 
than usually slow. We were drawn by two admi- 
rable little horses, and their avaricious master taxed 
their strength to the utmost. He had demanded 
more from us, alleging the nce(;ssity of extra horses, 
but gi’udged the ])rice asked, and wxrit on merely 
with his own. The .stinginess of this fellow had 
its reward in riches, for he told us he was called II 
Miliorino. This it is that makes avarice an incu- 
rable vice. It can never be satiated, for it ever 
wants more; and it is seldom disappointed, for it 
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gains its ends more passively than actively^ and its 
success depends on self, not on oth(^i*s ; but this it is 
also that renders it so despicable. “ Tell him his 
soul lives in an alley/^ said 13cn Jonson, when 
Charles L sent him a niggard gift. The souls of 
the avaric’ous live in the narrowest of all alleys; 
they are shut 14 ) in the drciaricst solitary con- 
lineinent, from which they have not the spirit to 
esea])e. 

We contrived to ])ccp at a few pictures. At Pa- 
dua, wc paid a hurried visit to one or two churches 
adorned by frescoes by some of the earliei* masters, 
admirable, for the artless gesturt' — the earnest, rapt 
expression — the })ower of shewing the soul breathing 
in the tace, EA cry painter who aims at the ideal — 
at expressing the ])urcr and higher emotions of the 
soul, ought to make a })articular study of these early 
Christian ])aintings ; they must not imitate them — 
triu* genius, indeed, cannot imitate. He can catch 
the light which the labours of his predecessors throw 
over his ])ath ; but he will proceed on one shaped 
out by himself. To imitate Perugino would be 
to write* poetry in the obsolete language of Chaucer. 
Yet every English writer ought to be familiar with 
the pathos, sweetness, and delicate truth of one of 
our greatest poets. 

I was sorry not to spend more time at Ferrara ; 
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and in particular not to revisit the galleries, and 
palaces, and cliurches of Bologna. To have seen 
these once was no excuse for not seeing them again ; 
but 1 could not. 

1 cannot say why, but the impression left on my 
mind of the passage of the A})j)cnincs«had been 
unfavourable, and I \vas agreeably suri)rised to find 
the scenery far more varied — richer in wood, and 
mon^ ]netiir(‘sque than J exjiertcal. Iln; mountain 
inns ar(.‘ all niueli imju’oved since I last crossed. 
Kvening closed as the valley in which Flonmce is 
situated optaied before; usj the d(;s(;eiit is j*apid, 
ending almost at the gate of the city itself. 
tra^'e^sed it at its greatest length, from the Porta 
San Gallo to SehneiderfF^s Hotel, where very un- 
comfortable rooms w ere assigned to us. 

This, and the expc.nsc of the hotel, made us eager 
to take apartments. I was instantly cm})loycd in 
the wearisome task of finding them. There are a 
great many, but still it was difficult to find such as 
we wanted. There were several numerous and 
handsome suites of rooms at a high price, and a great 
number of narrow and uncomfortable ones tolerably 
cheap. Neither suited us. We at last fixed on a 
second floor, on the Lungo PArno. The rooms are 
nearly all turned to the south, and look over the 
river : they are not large, but they are clean and 
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neat. We arc sure of the sun whenever he shines; 
which is a great desideratum^ esj)ecially in an Italian 
winter, when the presence of sunshine often admits 
of an absence of lire. We have engaged our rooms 
for four months. It is vci*y cold — as cold as it can 
be ill England. 

Novemuek. 

To cold has succeeded rain, with a few sunny days 
to break the dreariness of the season ; but I believe 
you in England are cnjojdng fine weather, and, 
strange to say, we hear that in Rome and Naples 
the rain is still more continuous and chill. Walking 

is out of tli(‘ question ; and driving, how 1 at 

onc<^ envy and despise the happy rich who have 
carriage's, and who use them only to drive every 
afternoon in the Cascinc — ^the Hyde Park of Florence. 
If I could, 1 would visit every spot mentioned in 
Flonuitine histoi*)' — visit its towns of old renown ; 
and ramble- amid scenes familiar to Dante, Boccaccio, 
Petrarch, and Macchiavclli. 

The fault of Florence is, that it is built in a basin, 
too entirely and too closely shut in by mountains, 
which collect the clouds, and render the aii* stagnant ; 
so that it is hot in summer; and in winter, when 
there is snow^ on the Appcnincs, sharply cold. Now 
that there is no snow, the season being mild, we 
have the other alternative of rain and mist. Some- 
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tiincis the Arno rises so high that it threatens a flood : 
on these occasions, it is watched and guarded like a 
wild beast, and every inch, as it rises, is proclaimed. 
I like to hear it, roaring and rushing in its course — 

“ ]*or aver pace co* segiiaci 8ui,” 

as Dante says of the Po; and any one '^ritnessing 
the turbulence of these tideless Italian rivers whim 
swollen by rains ; who views their precipitate sjiecd, 
and listens to their thunder, as the mountain torrents, 
named by the ])oct their pursuers, come dashing after, 
to augment their fury — ^whoso s<‘,es this, is conscious 
that in this passage Dante tlis])lays his jieculiar and 
higli j)owcr of ])utting a sentient soul into nature, 
and rcjireseiiting it to our minds by images suggested 
by a quick and poetic feeling of her vitality. 

During tlie intervals between the rainy days, the 
mists hang as dense and low over the city as they 
used to rest (wer thi* valley of Dolgelly during last 
ycar^s wintry summer. Hut when the sun does 
shine, and when the smiles of Nature call me forth, 

I cross the Ponte allc Gimie— 1 leave thv. town by the 
gate of San Miniato, and ascend the steep hill to tiie 
platform before the little elegant church (San Miniato 
fuorc dellc mura) on which Michael Angelo delighted 
to fix his eyes, calling it La hella villanella** From 
the height, you command a view of thi; city, 
crowned by dome and tower, of the Appenine that 
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slopes down to cradle it in its green lap ; and of the 
Amo, that, having forced its way among the moun- 
tains, now hurries on towards the marine ])Iain. 
This view, and the climate also of Florence, was 
injured not many years ago, when the forests, that 
clothed t^ic mountain sides, were cut down, to be. 
replaced by the olive — a more profitable growth. But 
the removal of tln^ forests opened the gullies of the 
hills ; took away the check formerly opposed to the 
violent tramontana ; which coll(‘.cts its strength on the 
snowy peaks, and rushes down the bared sides with 
mightier power. 

1 look on those glorious hills, and turn to a map 
of Italy, and long to lose myself in their depths, and 
to visit every portion of Tuscany ; every smaller 
town and secluded nook of which, is illustrious 
through historical association. It is my dream to 
set ^nit some day on this ramble, and sec places 
untrod by the usual tourist ; but now 1 cannot. 

IlowcviT, we could not resist the temptation of 
visiting Vallombrosa. It is true this is not the season 
for excursions, autumn being too far advanced ; but 
a tine day gave us promise, we hoped, for the same 
on the morrow' : so w^c hired a vettura and set out. 

Tlie road skirts the river, and mnds up the 
Valdarno, the slo})es of whose inclosing hills are 
thickly studded with countiy seats. It was a 
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showery day ; but the sun shone at intervals, and 
brightened the stream and mountain sides. The 
road is new and good. At about one clock we 
reached a small town where a cattle fair was going 
on.* After some little delay, however, we got 
ponies and a guide, and proceeded. We •now fell 
upon a true mountain path, winding up the hill 
beside a brawling torrent; the crags rose high 
above, and the branches of noble forest-trees w^ere 
spread over our path — truly they were in the sear 
and yellow leaf ; but the place was the more conso- 
nant vrith Milton's verse — 

“ Thick as autumnal leaves that strew the brooks 
In Vallombrosa, where th' Etrurian shades 
High over-arched embower.” 

As we climbed higher, a .shower of sleet came on, 
and we arrived wet through at the Convent. No 
women are admitted within these sacred w'alls, but a 
forestiera is built adjoining for our accommodation. 

The grassy plain, or platform, before the Convent 
is at the head of a huge gully or ravine, which 

* “ What were tlio turkeys a pound ? ” asked our guide of some 
peasants returning from the fair. “ Seveutcen quatrini,” was the 
reply. It requires a complex sum to reduce this to English value. 
There are five quatrini to a crazic — eight crazic in a jianl— and a panl 
is about b\d ; in addition, the turkeys were bought alivo with their 
feathers on, and the Italian pound contains only twelve ounces. This 
was the market price in the country. Every edible pays a duty on 
entering Florence, 
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slopes down towards the valley of the Arno. A 
mist hung over the scene ; but in summer-time it 
must be — what it is named — Paradise. 

Vallombiosa is situated on the verge of the 
mountainous region of the Casentino. This district 
is little tnowii ; it vies with Switzerland or the Tyrol 
in beauty ; covered by forests, resonant with streams, 
the valleys that intervene are green and fertile. 
Cortona is its capital. Its nobility is of high 
antiquity, and the peasantry are attached to it with 
a sort of feudal sense of vassalage. 

We arrived wet through. The lay-brother made 
a good fire, and asked us what rcfreslimcnt we 
would have. We had already dined, so he brought 
us some excellent coffee, and a chasse of rosolio, such 
as is only to be found distilled by the Monks of this 
Convent. 

The rain made the scene dreary ; but it ceased at 
last, and we mounted our ponies. The sun broke 
out as w'c descended; and the sparkling torrent 
murmured softly as it danced along. 1 hailed it 
with delight, as one of — 

** Li niscclletti, chc de* verdi colli 

Del Casentin discendon giuBo in Arno, 

Faceiido i lor canali e fx«ddi e molU — 

Verses are these that might refresh a thirsty wan- 
derer in a hot sandy desert. There is scarcely a 
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spot ill Tuscany, and those parts of the North of 
Italy, which he visited, that Dante has not described 
in |)ootry that lirings the Y'ery s])ot before your 
eyc‘s, adorned with graces missed by the prosaic eye, 
and y<it whi(*h are exact and in perfect harmony 
with tlic scent*. 

ThtTcare three convents, Vallombrosa, Calnialdoli, 
and Lavt'i’iia, situated in the dt‘pths of the district 
of the Caseiitino, of whicli visitors make the tour. 
Monks oi‘ old were wise to choose sjiots of extreme 
beauty, however solitary, for their life of seclusion, 
peace, and praise. 
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LETTER XII. 

Art at Florence. — Oosimo Rostielli. — Ghirlaiidajo. — Bcato l^'ra An- 
gelico.— -Poccetti. — Later Florentine School. 

January, 1843. 

Florence contains a multitude of various paint- 
ings, which to describe, or even to classify, would 
demand a volume, and v^ould require a knowledge of 
the art, the elements even of which 1 do not possess. 
1 have not the remotest pretension to being a con- 
noisseur ; nor do 1 say, as some have done, I do not 
know what is called good, but I know what pleases 
mc/^ — giving it to be understood, by these w^ords, 
that they have an untaught instinct, transcending 
culture of the student. I believe, in all matters of 
art, good taste results from natural powers joined 
to familiarity with the best productions. To read 
sublime j)octry, to hear excellent music, to view 
the finest pictures, the most admii-able statues, 
and harmonious and stately architecture, is the 
best school in which to learn to appreciate what 
approaches nearest to perfection in each. 

M. Rio satisfactorily proves that the modern art 
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of painting resulted from tlic ])icty of the age in 
which it liad birth. The adoration of images — or, if 
that expression bo too strong, the having recourse to 
images for the j)ur])Ose of concentrating, vivifying, 
and exalting the faith of the worshippers — created a 
demand (to use a phras(^ of tlu^ day) for ]>iv tMres on 
religions subjects. At first this was satisiied by 
paintings of the Byzantine school, to which custom 
gave sanctity. But when men of eminent ])iety, 
gifted with pict(»rial powers, turned tluur talents to 
representing bodily to the eye, the Saviour of the 
W’orld, the chaste sinless nn/lu j* of God, or saints, 
who through their faith form a portion of the hier- 
archy of heaven, and are admitted l)y the Judge to 
mediatt*. fur tlieir fellow-cr(‘atur(*s, th(‘y di'picted all 
that their souls could conceive of sublime and holy 
in the face of man, scHjking to jjrcsent 

“ Of good, wise, just, the perfect Bliiipe,” * 

It is with extreme delight that I have viewed some 
of the works of the trlder Florefitiiie painters, who 
excelled in pourtraying the human countenance 
lighted up by the nobler passions. Sim])licity and 
innocence ; rapt enthusiasm, or dignified repose, cha- 
racterise their various ])roductioiis. It has been re- 
marked that Shaksj)earc^s personages speak the very 


Purudisc Regained.' 
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words which we itiay imagine that out nohle selves 
would say under the suggestions of certain passions, 
dispositions, and circumstances. So it may be said 
that every figure painted by tlicse higher artists 
looks ail individual chosen among our species for 
nobility of bearing and beauty of eonntenanee, and 
that their attitude; and look strictly belong to them. 
There is nothing theatrical nor affected, wliich is the 
Cliarybdis — nor anything constrained or inane, which 
may be termed the Scylla of the art. 

Among the conifiositions (;minent for the conjunc;- 
tion of the truth of nature and ideal beauty, is the 
fresco of Cosimo llosselli, in the cJnirch of Saint 
Ainbrosio. The subj(;et is tlie translation of the 
miraculous chalice to the episco])al palace. It is 
replete with figures of various asjicct, but all expres- 
sive of the sentiment of worship and admiration pro- 
per to the occasion. There is a group of women in 
particular, which, if such lived and assembled in the 
churches of Florence, show that personal beauty and 
graceful dignity then existed among the sex in a 
degree unparalleled elsewhere. But these evidently 
are not mere jiortraits ; and the painter, though 
accustomed to associate with a race occupied by 
nobler thoughts and desires than now for the most 
part harbour in the brain and heart of w'omen, yet 
idealised his actual experiences. 
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There is another picture of this age^ Avliieh to sec, 
is to feel the hap})iness which the soul receives from 
objects presented to the eye, that kindle and ele- 
vate the imagination. It represents the Adoration 
of the Magi, by Ghirlandajo, in the chapel of an hos- 
])ital in the Piazza della Annuiiziata. There*! ' one of 
the Kings standing on one sid(^ of the Virgin, which 
might (as the Apollo Helvidcre is said to have done), 
create a passion in a wfunaiPs h(\art. WJiere on 
earth tind a man so full of majesty, gentlen(?ss, and 
feeling ? There is a channing accessory to this 
picture. In the back-groirul is rej)reseiited the 
Mui’dcr of the Innocents, in all its terror ; hut 
immediately in the fore-ground, on each side of the. 
Virgin, kneel two children — the souls of the Inno- 
cents who died for Christ, and an^ redeemed by 
him. The. attitude of these babes, (‘.specially of one, 
has that inexjiressible charm of innocence which 
words cannot convey, and which since the creation 
of man, the ])cncil has seldom been able to dejiict. 

Led by the admiration wdiich this picturci excited, 
I visited every other in Florence by Ghirlandajo ; 
they mostly bear the stamp of the power I have 
mentioned. Vasari, albeit of a different school, 
praises him highl}^, but chietiy for the naturalness 
and truth with which he pourtrayed the feelings ; 
and speaks of the wonder excited by those effects, 
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and the pleasure they produced in the beholders. 
Describing one of the paintings in a chapel of the 
Church of the Santa Trinita, at Florence, represent- 
ing the Death of St. Francis, and the gi*ief of the 
monks, he says, there is one friar who kisses his 
hand ; and it is not possible, in ])ainting, better to 
])ourtray the expression; and there is besides a 
bishop, with spectacles on, who is singing vespers, 
not hearing whom is the only testimony that it is a 
mere painting.^^ 

Lanzi s])eaks of his perfection of outline, grace of 
attitude, truth of ideas, and of his facility and rare 
diligence;. He was the master of Michael Angelo ; 
and, it is said, envying the talents his pupil dis- 
played, contrived that he should quit painting for 
sculj)ture. But this, 1 have no doubt, is a calumny. 
He is one of the most ])rolitic among the early 
Florentine painters ; but, among his many pictures, 
1 liked none so well as the Adoration of the Magi 
1 before mentioned, and the Life of St. Francis, in a 
chapel dedicated to this Saint, in the Church of the 
Santa Trinita. 

The Bcato Fra Angelico surpasses all his con- 
tcni])oraries in the celestial sweetness he infuses 
into the countenances of his saints and angels. 
We may believe ourselves regarding the blessed in 
the kingdom of heaven, as we look at these creations 
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of a mind cradled in love, charity, and devotion. 
Fra Giovanni, of Fiesole, knoi?»Ti as the blessed Fra 
Angelico, j)resents in his life the veiy type of a 
Christian ecclesiastic. He gave himself wholly u]) 
to jucty and good works. His humility was such, 
that when roj)e Nicholas V. desired to ^uike him 
Archbishop of Florence, he represented to his Holi- 
ness that he did not feel himself formed to govern 
the many, and implored him to name another more 
woi'thy in his stead. It af)pears, from this holy 
man,'^ says Vasari, ^'that the monks of his time 
did not desire to obtain tln'se biirthensome honours 
which they did not think that they could worthily 
fulfil, and were ready to yield them to others whom 
they judged more capable — as did this truly angelic 
father, who spent his life in the ser\'ice of God, 
and in bciuifiting the world and his neighl)our ; 
and what more can be desired by man than by living 
holily to attain the kingdom of heaven, and acting 
worthily to acquire eternal fame on earth.” Fra Ange- 
lico was no lazy priest — besides his wwks clscw'hcre, 
Florence abounds with lovely images whose serene 
and blessed faces breathe the virtues of their author. 
The delicacy and softness for which he is remarkable 
never degenerates into insipidity. His pure taste 
made him conceive the highest beauty, his faith gavt; 
him a foretaste of beatitude, and he adorned with 


H 
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these attributes the beings whom alone he consented 
to represent, the saints and angels of Paradise.* 

We had a curious scene in the sacristy of the 
church of Santa Maria Novella, whither we went to 
liunt for one of the works of this angelic artist; 
the relicjuarics mentioned by M. Rio ; consisting of 
tw(j tablets painted with a scries of miniatures^ repre- 
senting the Life of Jesus Christ; the Last Judg- 
juent, ill which the beatitude of tlie elect appears 
ni all its living ecstasy, and St. Thomas Aquinas and 
Albert the Great, surrounded by their disciples. 
For a long time the keys could not be found of the 
closet in which these reliquarkis were deposited ; 
and a most active hunt after them was made. At 
length they came to light, and the tablets were 
brought out. The Dominican, who took every 
pains to find them for us, had lately arrived from 
Rome, and had never seen them. His almost 
childish delight, as he regarded the inexpressible 
loveliness of these exc^uisite miniatui’es, was highly 
amusing. Whenever you have to do with an 
Italian, you do not (uicouiitcr the doltish ignorance 

“ The conipiiuctioii of man’s heart — its aspirations towards God 

the rapt ecstacy — a fon'taste of celestial beatitude — all that class of 
profound and exalted ctnotions which no artist can ivprosent without 
having previously exin-rienced them, formed, as it wei-e, the mysteri- 
ous circle which the genius of Fiu Angelico delighted to follow, and 

when ended, he recommenced with renewed delight.’' La Poesie 

Chreiienne. 
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of an English clown, nor the dogged sulleiiness of a 
German. He takes pleasure in your pleasure, and 
interests himself in the objects which arc exciting 
your interest, in a manner at once gratifying to ns 
and honourable to himself. 

Of a later age is Poccetti, unnamed fey Vasari, 
because, wlien he wrote, he had not painted the jije- 
tures which render him one of the most admirable 
fresco paintcTs in tlie, world : Florence is full of his 
works, and every one may b(‘ visit (jd with phaisure 
and profit, for he depicts Natm’e in her truth and 
yet in her elegance ; — if that^\ cl denotes the jiower 
of displaying in the demeanour and attitude, and 
countenances of men, their souls defecated of every 
meanen* quality — dignified through unaffeeted self- 
forgetfulness — animated by charity — beaming with 
faith. — One of his most renowned works is a series of 
frescos in the cloister of the convent of the Santis- 
sima Annunziata : they represent the conversion, holy 
life, and death, of. seven Florentine gentlemen, w'ho 
dedicated themselves to religion under the name of 
Servi di Maria. The aspect and bearing of these 
holy men mark them as gentlemen in the best sense 
of the word. Men, generous, brave, and gentle 
and, in addition, animated by earnest benevolence 
tow^ards their fellow-creatures, and lively faith to- 
wards the divinity. Perhaps, however, the most 
' H 2 
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juhiiirablc of his works is the cui)ola of a chapel, 

l)elougiiig to the church and convent of Santa 

• 

Maria degli Angioli. It is painted in fresco, and 
rej)resents tlie Saints of the Old and New Testa- 
ment ; the more beautiful portion is the congregation 
of female •saints — Saint Cecilia, the musician ; Saint 
Clara, the nun ; Saint Catherine, the bride of Christ, 
&c. The foreshortening is admirable, the spirit and 
grae(; of tlie attitudes worthy of the highest masters 
of the art.* 

Such is the spirit tluit animates the earlier school 
of Florence. But as painting became more of an 
art, and grew to represent domestic scenes and 
portraits, artists broke from the confinement of 
mere religious subjects, or treated them in a 
mundane manner. Then it was that their ima- 
gination so degenerated, that they had recourst' 
to ])ortraits to represent Christ, the Virgin, and 
the Saints ; some of them even fell so far from 
the ideal of sinless chastity, as to paint their 
mistresses and women of unworthy life; offering 
to the worship of the pious, the image of mere 
physical beauty, without the superior grandeur of 
moral excellence. 

“ The Cuiile-Book of Florence,” by Fantozzi, is very complete, but 
it wants an index of the names of the artists, with the numbers of the 
pages in which tliey are mentioned, cited, to enable the amateur at 
once to learn where to find their various works. 
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I must confess, that any rules (except the iinniu- 
table laws of moral rectitude) that tend to limit the 
objects on which man is to exercise his faculty of the 
imagination, appear to me contrary to the scope of 
our creation. We are so far from being all born 
possessed of equal ])owcrs of mind, that* si ace th(* 
world began there has been scarcely a hundred 
among us capable of the higher flights of th(* 
intellect. How^ few possess, in any degree, the 
ca])acity of becoming painters, and far fewer ai’c 
those who arc able to rise to aij exalted ordcjr of art. 
We ought to know^ what thc?«iiighest is, — that those 
who feel the power should endeavour to clevati* 
themselves to it; but beauty may be found cls(‘- 
wheixi, and must not be rejected. Bigotiy is ever to 
be eschewed in all that pertains to man ; to confine 
])aintcrs to one class of pictures, is to turn some 
who ivould be great, if allowed to originate subjects 
of a lower grade, into tame copyists, and humble.*, 
lifeless imitators of the thoughts of otlicrs. As well 
insist that all poets should write hymns and heroic 
poetry, as that painters should confine the jieneil tf) 
the delineation of the concc])tions of religious 
mysticism. 

The genuine school of Christian idealism is, for th< 
present, come to an end. And I confess, as far as 
I may be allowed to judge, that it strikes me that tlu' 
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(jcrrnaris of the present day, who are endeavouring 
to revive it, fall into the same mistake as our 
sculptors, who cm])loy tlieinselves in imitating the 
ancients; — they are good copyists, but are never 
original. And what appears to prove this is, that the 
Germans are not content with endeavouring to repro- 
duce that composed and severe exj)ression which the 
(iarlicr painters yet knew how tt> ally to vitality in its 
liighcst sense, but they return to the dry colouring 
and meagre composition, w^hich is the chief defect of 
the infancy of paintivjg. 

Still, there can be no question that in poetry, 
music, or the plastic arts, the ideal must rank above 
the merely imitative. Those painters who can 
embody ideas conceived in their purest and most 
elevated contcmjdations, far removed from vulgar 
and trivial reality, are the greatest. Artists, how- 
ever, are men formed by nature with the peculiar 
eye to sec and represent form and colour ; and it is 
not strange that the majority among them should 
turn to the study of these, and view in the perfection 
of representing the one or the other, the aim of their 
labours. Thus the study of nature succeeded to 
the ideal ; art fell lower afterwards, and became the 
copyist of art ; and ancient statues grew to be the 
models from which modem painters strove to gain 
inspiration, till the uniformity, stifihess, and even 



AND ITAL\. 


151 


ilcfonnity thus produced, induced others, who per- 
ceived these faults and their cause, to have again 
recourse to nature. 

But these remarks tend beyond the limits of my 
knowledge, or even powers of observation. I have 
mentioned pictures not much visited excdjijt oy the 
curious, just to shc^v the w'ay towards, not to guide 
you (for I cannot), in your search after pictorial 
excellence : nor will I long detain you in the more 
beaten road of the ])ublic galleries. 
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LETTER XIII. 

TIic Gallery. — Palazzo Pitti. — ^Lc Belle Arti. — Portrait of Dante. — 
The Churches. 

With slow steps my feet almost unwillingly first 
moved to the collection in the Reali Uffizi. As I cn- 
tered the Tribune I felt a crowd of associations rise 
up around me, gifted rwith painful vitality. I was 
long lost ill tears. But novelty seems all in all to us 
weak mortals; and when I revisited these rooms, 
these saddest ghosts were laid ; the affliction calmed, 
and my mind was free to receive new impressions. 

The Tribune is adorned with the selected chefs^ 
d^cRUvre of the best artists of every school, in addi- 
tion to some of the finest ancient sculpture in the 
world. The matchless statue of the Queen of 
Beauty reigns over the whole — Venus, majestic in 
her bending softness, which once to sec does not 
reveal its perfection. There is here one of the most 
beautiful of RaphaePs Madonnas — one of the eight 
which M. Rio mentions as among the chefs- 
d^mvre that Raphael executed in the short interval 
of two years, during which he especially dedicated 
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liiinself to multiplying representations of the Virgin, 
for whom from childhood he had felt an especial 
devotion. * 

Here is the master-piece of Andrea del Sarto, u 
])aiiiter of very high, though not the highest, merit, 
lie wants warmth of colouring, fire f)f ff.^y)i*(‘ssioit, 
and variety of invention ; while he has been named 
Andrea senza Krroriy from the purity of his outlines, 
the graceful decorum of his ])ersonagcs, and the 
faultless completeness of every portion of his pictures. 

Perfection in drawing, of which Michael Angelo 
was the great master, is the leading meiit of thi* 
subsequent Florentine school. It has not the glow- 
ing colouring of the Venetian, nor ])Ossesses artists 
to compare with Raphael, Correggio, or Leonardo da 
Vinci. Michael Angelo was its most glorir)Us 
examjdc — a man whom I do not dare criticize ; 
whom I will wait to mention till I have seen the 

* The eight wiiich M. Rio mentions as Itaving seen himself, ami uf 
fanning the glory of Raphael, as a painter of ideal and^niro beauty, arc — 
the Virgin, of the Duke of Alba — purchased afterwaids by Mr. Coswell, 
and brought to Loudon. — The Virgin, known under the name of Lji 
B elle Jardiniere, now in the louvre. — The Virgin of Palazzo Tempi, 
now at Munich. — The Virgin of Canigiani, at Munich. — The two in 
the gallery of Florence, which, for the lovers of this style, dim tin 
glory of every other picture — especially that narned the Madonna of 
the Goldfinch.— Of this M. Rio says, “ It may be boldly affirmed that 
Christian art never rose to a greater height.” — The Virgin of the 
Coloiina Palace, now at Berlin ; tliat of the Palazzo Gregori ; and the 
Madonna of Pescia, known as the Madonna del Baldachino. 

II 3 
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Sistinc Chapel, at Rome ; to whose majestic powers of 
(*<,)riccptioii every connoisseur bears* testimony, while 
. till there is something of extravagant — something 
which is not al)solutc beauty — in most of his works 
at Florence. The glorious Mcdicean monuments, — 

• ' ‘ AVhere the gigantic of Night and Day, 

'r'lrned into stone, rest everlastingly ; 

\'et 8lill an* hreathiiig.” * 

— in spite of the magic art whi(*li makes them for 
ever sit and sleep, yet jar with the sense of harmony 
in form. His love of the naked was carried to a 
curious excess. In tin; Tribune, is a Holy Family, 
into which he has introduced a variety of naked 
iigures in differcuit attitudes, that have not the 
smallest connection with the subject of the })icturc, 
hut intrude impertinently to mar its effect. 

A charming Madonna of Correggio, kneeling besidi* 
th(i divine infant, adorns the Tribune ; there is also 
the ])ortrait teriucd the Foruarina of Raphael ; cer- 
tainly it is njt the Foruarina, for it does not at all 
resemble her undoubted ])ortraits, and it has been 
doubted whether the picture be by Raphael. From 
the Tribune, which, as a focus, collects the rarest and 
brightest rays of art, branch off several rooms, dhided 
into schools. One of the most interesting is that 
containing the portraits of painters, by themselves. 


Rogers’s Italy.” 
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There is a stately chamber, dedicated to the Niobc 
and her cliildreii, whose maternal, remediless grief 
sheds a solemn sadness around. Tlie FlorentiiH* 
school possesses specimens of its worst style, tin 
inane, ex])r(‘,ssionless nudities of Vasari and liis imi* 
tutors. In the room of bronzes is the mbtlel of the 
Perseus of Heimanito Cellini, and there is SL.*uething 
more sjnrited and graceful in his attitude thaii in tin 
larger bronze in the Piazza. There is the model oi 
the> glorious statue of John of Bologna, which Shak- 
s})eare we might think had seen when he spok<‘ of 
the ‘^herald Mercury/^ and a David of Donatello, 
neither imitated from anci> it scul])ture, nor con- 
ceived under their inspiration. There is all the 
verve of an original idea ; tlie youthful hero is 
neither ]\lars nor Hercules ; he is the inspired 
Hebn'W shcjdierd boy, who derived his victory from 
hi.s faith. The galleries which run round three sides 
of the square, from which open th(‘ various rooms, 
arc hung w^ith many pictures, and adorm^d by a serio 
of the busts of the Roman Emperors, and by a num- 
ber of statues. Just below the cornice is a range of 
highly interesting portraits. Paul Jovius had made 
a vast collection of original portraits of all the illus- 
trious personages of his time, and placed thr*m iii 
the palace of the Conte Giovio at Como. Cosimo J. 
sent a painter, celebrated for his portraits, Cristofaro 
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dcll^ Altiasimo, to make copies, and these are here 
hung up. 

With the exception of the Tribune, the collection 
ill the Pitti Palace exceeds that of the gallery. 
Tlu‘re are iiere jiictures from every school ; and by 
going often, and selecting beforeliand the master 
whosci works I wished to see, I have sjient many a 
morning with delight. Once or twice I have gone 
merely to refrcsli my eyes with a marine view — a 
sunset by Salvator Rosa; it is a ])icture all calm, all 
softness, all glowing beauty ; and, during the misty 
and darker days of this misouthem winter, I have 
gone — as 1 would in England — to warm my heart 
and imagination by the golden hues of a sunnier 
airtl purer atmos|)here. 

The gallery of the Belle Arti is rich in paintings 
of the olden times, when the soul worked more than 
tlu* hand ; when the artist sought, in the first place, 
to conceive the sublime, and the glorious endeavour 
bore him aloft among the angels and saints, whose 
blissful ecstasies he was enabled to represent. Why 
did not some among these great artists j>ortray the 
other passions that ennoble our iiatiu’c ? We have 
portraits of great men, worthy of them, it is true ; 
but the ideal of the warrior who would die for his 
country — nay, I may say, of the lover who loves unto 
the death — the representation of such men and women 
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as Milton and Shakspcare have embodied in verse, is 
not to be found in the works of these painters ; or 
only found, because among then* gi*oups of wor« 
shippers at some miracle, we see the power of great 
actions sit upon the brow, and add majesty to the 
gesture of some among them. When •tjicy por- 
trayed earthly love, they betook themsclvc.- to my- 
thology, and depicted passion, witliout the touch of 
tender fear which must ever mingle with, and 
chasten the affection wc; feel one for another. As 
far as I remember, there is no picture such as 
would idealise Fen’uccio hVruccini or Bayard — nor 
can I recollect the represi itation of mutual and 
tender love in any picture by a great artist, with one 
exception — that called the Three xlgcs of Man, •by 
Titian — the original of which is in the Bridgwater 
collection; and there is a line copy in l^alazzo 
Maiifrin, at Venice. The cx])ressioii of the Inverts 
face seems to say, I love a creature who is mortal, 
and for whose safety I fear ; yet in her life I live — 
without her I die;^^ and she catches the light of 
tenderness from his eyes, and the two souls seem 
fused in one commingling glance ; but there is 
nothing to shock the most bashful mind — love is 
evidently hallowed by that enduring affection which 
is proof against adversity, and looks beyond the 
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One of the most interesting paintings in the world 
has been lately discovered at Florence ; tlie portrait 
of Dante, by his friend Giotto. Vasari mentions that 
Giotto was employed to paint the walls of the chapel 
of the Palace of the Podcsta at Florence, and that he 
introduced into his picture a portrait of his contem- 
porary and dear friend, Dante Alighieri, in addition 
to other renowned citizens of the time. This ])alace 
has been turned to the unworthy use of a public 
prison, and the desecrated chaj>cl was whitewashed, 
and divhh^d into cells. These have now been 
demolished, and the vdiitewash is in j^roeess of 
being removed. Almost at tln^ first the; portrait of 
Dante was discovered: he makes one in a solemn 
procession, and holds a llow^er in his hand. Before 
it vanishes all the preconceived notions of the 
erabbexl severity of his jdiysiogiiomy, which have 
originated in portraits taken later in his life. We 
see here the lover of Beatric<\ His lip is proud — 
for proud, every contcmporaiw asserts that he was 
— and he himself confesses it in the Punfotorio; 
but there is sensibility, gentleness and love ; 
tht! countenance breathes the spirit of the Vita 
Nuova.* 

* The cumiuon prints taken from this picture are very unwortliy of 
it; thcjseemto substitute sensuiility foi sensibility, in tlie lines of the 
couutenance. Mr. Kirkup's drawing, made fur Lord Vernon, is excel- 
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I often visit the various churches of Florence;. 
The old paintings to be found in them attract me 
but you must not imagine that the interior of these 
Florentine cathedrals and churches is to be compared 
to our Gothic edifices. The space within a larger 
building of this sort often defies the talt;jit of the 
architect: the Greek temples had but smab interior 
shrines. Their rows of columns may be said to bear 
resemblance to the trunks of trees ; wdiilc the capital^ 
and architrave, and roof, dcM;s not imitate the shadowy 
boughs, though their pur])osc is the sanu;. Gothic 
architecture, on the contrary, res(;nibl(;s the over- 
arching branches, and imparis the same solemn tran- 
(|uillity as the asj)cct of a venerable avenue or dark> 
some glade. The Italian architects seem not to 
have known well what to do with the vast spfu;e 
enclosed by the majestic walls of their edifices. 
They afibrdod glorious room for the ])ainterj but 
where not adorned by him, they an; bare, present- 
ing no image of beauty, and iiisj)iring no solemn 
feeling. The j)icturcs and scul])ture we find arc, 

lent. Unfortunately, in removing the whitewash or phiaier, a alight 
injury was done to the eye in itic picture. The puinter employed by 
the Grand Duke has restored this ; but Mr. Kirkiip is indignant with 
the restoration ; .'ind the print, taken from his drawing, exhibits tiie 
blemish. I confess, that to mo the icstoration seems judicious. The 
ball of the eye alone was injured ; and as the colour of Dante’s eyes 
was known from other pictures, the portrait has gained in ex||cssiou, 
and not lost in authenticity by its being repainted. 
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however, sources of (‘,ver new deliirhl ; it is here that 
we may study the infancy and profijress of the art — 
here also, alas! W(‘ may ])erceiv(* its dep:c‘n(Tacy — 
till, last ai 'orst of all, \v(* see raising to the walls^ 
on which ininiiiabh! fnisco(!s an^ fading away, daubs 

that J am n« t fond of ill-natured eritieism, so 

w'ill say no more. 

Let us turn, rather, to tin* jijates of tin; llatistero, 
w’orthy of l^iradise. Hc‘re we vi(‘w all that man can 
achi(‘A’(‘ of beautiful in sculpture, when his con- 
ceptions ris(*. to tli(! hoij<ht of pcrace, maj(‘sty, and 
siinplieity. Look at these, and a certain fiieling of 
exalted delif^ht w ill e.nter at your eyes and penetrate, 
your lieart, which is th(‘, praise to which a painter or 
a .s< ul])toi usj)ires. IS or forj^ct wdien you visit tin 
church of Santa Croce, to look at some fasi-fadiiif; 
freseoe>, on the logi^ie of a jialaee, on the ri^ht hand 
of the piazza. The perfect taste exhibited in the easi^ 
and dignity of attitude and gesture of the figurc^s 
will well reward you for careful examination. 
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LKTTEH XI \ 

TIic 0;trbi>it3i'i, 

Of late 3 Tars lla^ bren a spirit in Italy 

tending towards iiii])rov(Mn(*iit ; this, perhaps, is less 
outwardly dcvclopcal in Flo once than eJsewhcre, 
yet here also it exists. IVJitically and inaUnially 
considered, Tuscany is looked upon tin* b ‘ t 
"oviTued and liaj>])i(,*st Italian state, but in so’^ 
respect'- ’i 1 < tv circunistance has k(!pt ‘ ack its 

inhabitant'' 1 jk. foreign power that rules Lombardy 
exciting uiidisguised liaired, and th»* misrule of the 
Pfipes being beyond all question quite intolerable — 
the people of those states arc in avowed opposition 
to government, while in Tuscany there is little to 
complain of, beyond the torpedo influence of a sys- 
tem of things that undeviatiugly tends towards 
the deterioration. 

The reign of Leopold I. was the golden age of 
Florence. He was grandduke at a time when a good 
sovereign was the dearest wish of a people, and the 
notion of governing themselves was not looked upon 
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even as desirable. The French came next, and the 
tendency of their government was always to destroy 
the nationality of any people subdued by them. 
But this had a certain good effect in Italy. The curse 
of that country is its divisions, — while the other 
nations /if Europe, in the middhi ages, became 
divided into feudal tenures, and possessed by nobles, 
who, unable to maintain their independence, at last 
became mere courtiers of an absolute monarch, — 
Italy was divided into municipal republics, or small 
states, — ^thc mutual rivalry and quarrels of which 
were the fatal causes that France and Spain dis- 
puted alternately, making Italy their field of battle, 
and Italian met Italian in opposing fight ; and 
Pisa was willing to abase Florence ; and Bologna 
gloried in the misfortunes of Ferrara : — the union of 
the whole of northern Italy under the French was 
the first circumstance that checked a spirit so inimi- 
cal to all })rosperity, — all improvement. 

When the French were driven from Italy the 
peninsula became })olitically Austrian. The Austrian 
cabinet directed all the councils, and guided every 
act of the various states. If Ferdinand contrived 
to maintain a more beneficent internal govern- 
ment, it was only because the Tuscans shewed 
no inclination to join in the revolutionar}’^ move- 
ment. But while Austiia substantially ruled the 
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whole, it was well aware of the beneht to be derived 
from disunion, and it stirred up the spirit of discord ^ 
by a curious contrivance ; — a tub was thrown to the 
whale ; — the government ordcrc^d the institute of 
Milan to occupy itself in the reform of the National 
Dictionary, and hence arose a fierce battle .between 
the Della Crusca Academy and the authors of thi^ 
Proposta^^ on the score of language. Did the 
Italians sj>cak Tuscan, or Italian? such was the 
mighty question that engrossi'd the learned of Italy ; 
it was never started among two or three men without 
exciting the most violent parW feeling, and for many 
years it set Tuscan against Lombard. Monti, by no 
means a pure political character, is accused of under- 
taking this vvar to please the Austrians, with his eyes 
open to the end in view. His son-in-law, Pcrticari, 
who shewed himself very earnest in the discussion, 
was too much honoured and loved, his memory is too 
entirely reverenced, for him to be open to the same 
accusation. For seven years the battle raged, exciting 
a virulence of party and municipal feeling, quite 
inexplicable out of Italy. It ended at last, as the 
question of big-endians and small-endians terminated 
in Liliput, by every one breaking his egg at whichever 
end he pleased ; — ^the Lombards came to the conclu- 
sion that the Tuscans might like their language 
best if they chose— and they must choose^ for it is 
not only the purest and the most idiomatic, but it 



164 


RAMBLES IN GERMANY 


is the only language at once spoken and written, 
except, indeed, the Roman ; but that is very inferior 
in strength and vivacity. 

Other influences were at work in Italy to turn the 
Italians from such puerile contests. Tlie sect of the 
Carbonari had spread throughout the peninsula, and 
the hope of throwing off a foreign yoke and achiev- 
ing more hberal institutions animated every Italian 
heart. 

Colletta, in speaking of the Carbonari, considers 
this sect to be derived from the Freemasons of 
Germany — ^transported- into their country by thii 
Neapolitan exiles of 1799, on their return. I have 
heard Italians well versed in the secrets of Car- 
bonarism deny this. They say that the deeply 
religious and mystic spirit of the sect at its com- 
mencement, proves its Neapolitan origin, and that 
it was founded by men, Neapolitans themselves, 
who knew how to adapt their doctrines and their 
rites to the teiuperanieiit of a people, at once super- 
stitious and lovers of the marvellous. 

The hopes of political liberty which all nations en- 
tertained when the armies of the alhes quailed befiDre 
those of republican France, found an echo in Naples; 
while Ferdinand and his queen, who before the French 
Revolution had shown an inclination to imitate Joseph 
and Leopold of Austria, in reforming the laws of their 
kingdom, taking sudden fright, indulged in such acts 



ANr> ITALY. 


165 


of arbitrary power as incited rather than repressed 
the desire for change. Many Neapolitans, therefore, 
welcomed the French Avith enthusiasm, and rejoiced 
in the flight of tlK‘ir sovereign. The liberators, as 
they delighted to call themselves, soon, however, 
showed the cloven loot, and a})j>eared in tfieir true 
light, of invaders and sjmilcrs. The hearts of 
all real lovers of their country were alienated from 
them ; and if Ferdinand, on his return, during 
Nai)oleon^s e\j)edition to Egypt, when the French 
Avere diivcn from Italy, had shewn himself mode- 
rate and forgiving, he had actpiired the alfcjction of 
all his subjects. But ])oth he and his queen setiiricd 
to be driven mad by hatred and teri*or of the new 
doctrine of a peo[)le^s ritjht to be Avell governed. 
Executions — the most barbarous im})risonmcnts — 
persecutions that, blinded by fury, rather attacked 
a friend than forgave an enemy, folloAV(id their resto- 
ration. All the constitutionalists or republicans 
fled — some to France, Germany, or Switzerland, 
some to the wild and pathless mountains of the 
Abruzzi and the Calabrias. 

'When the French returned, the situation of the 
exiles was not mended ; and many among them con- 
tinued to dAvell in unknown and savage retreats, 
among the inaccessible mountains and solitary valleys 
of those regions. They lived ivithout any bond to 
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unite them together, yet not so isolated but that they 
frequently intit, and coniinunicatc^d to each other their 
hopes and j)rojects. More than the Boui*bon who 
had persecuted them, they hated the usurpation of 
the stranger. The most earnest dc^sirc of their hearts 
was to drive the Frcmeh from their (jountiy, while 
some among them, looking beyond that time, revolved 
the means of strengthening their ])arty, so that a 
republic might be instituted ; or, at any rate, if 
Ferdinand returned, that he should be forced to 
concede just and free institutions to his people. 

Among the r(‘fugees of Calabria, who were not to 
be subdued by perseeution and adversity, was a 
young man of high coui’age, strong understanding, 
and gifted with wonderful powers of persuasion. 
Capo Bianco had first appeared as the bold lcade?r of 
the militia of his native ])laee (in Calabria), and had 
won the love, respect, and blind obedience of his 
follow'ers. lie ])osscssed all the qualities belonging 
to the head and founder of a sect. 1 am told that 
he was handsome in person, and courteous in 
manners, but of a stern and inflexible disposition ; 
severe towards delinquents, gentle and kind to the 
inoffensive, and to his friends. He added enthu- 
siasm to these (qualities, or he would never have 
erected himself into the founder of a sect. He 
abhorred the name of king — not because he had 
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been persecuted by bis sovereign, but because the 
power of royalty was detestable in bis eyes — so tbat 
not one among his followers ever dared name before * 
bim Napoleon or Ferdinand; Austrian or Frencb. 
He would consent only to republican institutions for 
his country ; he desired the same gover^jnient ^ 
prevail all ov(‘r Italy, and argued warmly in favour 
of Italian union and in dej>cn deuce. Such w'as Capo 
Bianco, as he is represented by th(‘ friends who 
survived him : he was the. founder of the most 
celebrated sect of modern times, and di(‘d on the 
scaffold, a martyr to the cause he advocated. 

Capo Bianco had taken shelt(jr in a spot, to w hich 
he gave the strength of a rocky fortress, among the 
most rugged fastnesses of the hither Calabria ; he 
there defied the ])ower of his enemies. Nor did he 
remain shut up : he Irequently called together and 
appeared among liis faithful adherents; and, coin- 
Tiiuuicating his bold projects, and warming them by 
his persuasive eloquence, he induced them to believe 
that the hour w as come wdien they might unite with 
the population of their countiy, to throw off the 
detested yoke of the French usurpation. 

The Carbonari, who have survived a time now 
almost forgotten, relate how, in the silence of a dark 
night. Capo Bianco assembled his most attached 
friends near a poor hut, situated in the depth of a 
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thick forest, and then* laid ?hc urst stone of the 
edifice of his sect Ht* cvplaiuid i»s principles and 
its spirit, and cause d f htnti to swear 'i fearful secrecy 
on the cross. Froui this focus the new association 
spread, guarded hy tremendous oaths, and by menaces 
oia drciulful vengeance to be taken upon traitors; 
by all the j)veeaution, j’csolution and terror, that its 
originator could devise. gave his adherents the 
name of Carbonari, because the society was founded 
111 fi listrict principally inhabited by charcoal 
burners; *1341 men vli." followed that trade were 
}in*o^jg Hii liist, ;«p pertaining to the lower classes, 
v^•llO were initiated into tin* secrets of the sect. 
They, desceTiding from (he mountains for the pur- 
poses of traffic, carried with them and propagated, 
wherever lluy erent, tin* tenets of their founder. 

Capo Bianco understood tiu* disposition of his 
countrymen, and gave a religious and mystic 
colouring to his society. Striking rites were esta- 
blished ; the initiation was terrible ; the lessons 
taught often apparently abstruse; the end was 
single — ^to overturn monarchy in all its forms, and 
erect rcjiublics on the ruin of thrones. To attain 
this among a people pious to superstition, it was 
necessary to mingle mystic tenets with political 
opinions ; in short, to erect and disseminate a 
political religion ; and thus, not long ago, Carbo- 
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narism was professed, and found proselytes among 
the mountains of Corsica and Sardinia. The laws 
of the Carbonari were, they declared, founded on 
the equality of the gospel, and on the traditions of 
Freemasonr}^ The initiated swore to take terrible 
vengeance for the Lamb, sacrificed by the Wolves. 
The religion of Christ was the lamb; kings were 
typified in the wolves. They said that Jesus, who 
was the Word of God, had been the first who pro- 
claimed upon earth the abolition of ancient servitude, 
and taught brotherhood and equality among men. 
He was therefore crucified b^ the wolves of his age, 
and died an illustrious victim of tyranny. The 
Carbonari swore to vindicate the death of Christ, 
and to exterminate the race of wolves, that is of 
kings, who inherited the guilt and infamy of the 
assassins of the Son of God. To strike the vulgar 
eye, fearful representations were made in their cere- 
monies, apt to excite the imaginations of a southern 
people of a highly religious temperament, and the 
proselytes pronounced tremendous oaths upon the 
cross and the dagger. The initiation was accom- 
panied by various circumstances calculated to test 
the moral and physical courage of the novices; and 
the slightest sign of shrinking, caused them to be 
irrevocably rejected. 

The Carbonari Bad, like the Freemasons, 

VOL. II. I 
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ilistinctivc grades in their society; they recognised 
oach other by mysterious signs, and called them- 
selves by a secret name — ^that of Buoni Cugini,” 
or good cousins. They took an oath to succour, 
at their need, cverj^ other Carbonaro, and to defend 
the honoirr of th(‘ir women. They swore, if ever 
they th(5ms(^lvcs became traitors, to consent that 
their bodies should be torn to pieces, burnt, and 
the ashes east to the winds ; that their name 
should be cursed, and become a warning to all the 
C'arbonari scattered over the face of the earth. 

Oarbonarism took deep root and spread rapidly. 
At one tiiiie, IVlurat w^as induced to look upon it 
as a means for civilising the wild Calabrians, and 
to regard it with favour. But the sect hated the 
French too much for this to continue. Ferdinand, 
iu(*anwhile, in his retreat at Najdes, spared no endea- 
vour to disturb the government of the invader, 
and, if j)ossible, to drive him from the kingdom. 
Banditti were enrolled ; a crusade preached by the 
churchmen among the ignorant peasantry; and a 
civil war ensued, at the horrors of which the heart 
sickens. He heard of the growing power of the 
Carbonari, and had recourse to them. 

Already, indeed, led by Capo Bianco, the Carbo- 
nari had assembled in amis in the neighbourhood 
of Catanzaro; they scoured the country, attacked 
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the towns, drove out the partisans of the French, 
and, raising a cry that the reign of Joachim had 
come to an end, they hoisted the tri-coloured dag of 
the sect, and set up wherever they could republican 
institutions. Eecome strong in the places of which 
they had possessed themselves, they sent k?tters and 
emissaries to every vendita, inciting the sectaries to 
raise the standard of liberty and come to their aid. 
Capo Bianco was the soul of all, and inflamed their 
zeal by his eloquence. My Italian brothers,^^ he 
cried, j^ou are the slaves of the French. You have 
changed masters, but not your state. Your iu*.w 
rulers, — prouder, more insolent, and more rapacious 
than those of old, — give you no rej)Ose, and you 
lavish without . advantage your possessions, your 
own and your childrciFs lives 1 Will you remain 
slaves — ^the scorn and mock of the stranger, who 
heaps wrongs upon you — the victims of the inso- 
lence and rapine of a lawless soldiery?” It 
were long to recount all the arguments of the 
chief. He concluded by telling them that if they 
joined his forces, they ivould command victory, 
and Italy, liberated, would acquire greater splen- 
dour and power than she had ever before enjoyed. 
^^The destiny of our unfortunate country,” he 
concluded, “ is in your hands ; and posterity 
will either bless or curse you for your deeds.” 

I 2 
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While this was going on at one place, Ferdinand 
^had given it in charge to Prince Moliterno, who was 
at the head of the royal forces in Calabria, to treat 
with other leaders of the sect, and invite them 
to espouse his cause. The Princes had ever professed 
republieait ])rincij)les; and even then, while heading 
an army in the name of Ferdinand, liberty and the 
union and independence of Italy were the watchwords 
he ad()])ted. lie endeavoured to persuade the chiefs 
of the sect that, by using their inriucncc to drive 
out Murat, iluiy would acquire such power as would 
force Ferdinand on his restoration to give his people a 
constitution, as, indeed, he had passed his royal word 
to do. Many of the Carbonari, although at that 
time th(^ society was the mark of. persecution of 
the French Governinciit, shrunk from alliance with 
a sovereign, whom they knew to be in his heart a 
dcs])ot ; while others among them gave ear to his 
promises, and joined the royalists. Both j)artics, 
royalists and Carbonari, while they thought it 
necessary to unite to drive out the French, fostered 
the secret hope that the victoiy once gained over 
the stranger, they could easily get rid of their 
confederate. Cai)o Bianco, however, never yielded, 
nor gave car to the emissaries of the King. You 
mistake,’^ he said to those of his partisans who took 
the other course ; and whether the royalists are 
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Victorious or defeated, you sharpen the sword that 
will destroy you ; and build the scaffold on which 
I and my partisans will inevitably perish.^’ 

Calabria was convulsed by these various parties ; 
every portion of it was in anus ; and its rivers ran 
red with blood. Then, as is usually tke ease in 
countries which are the ])r(‘y of civil war, the evil 
was increased by the crimes of ferocious and lawless 
men, who collected in bands and rava«:(‘d the country, 
intent only on booty, and ever ready to destroy. 
For tw^o years Calabria could be said to belong 
neither to the French, nor to Ferdinand, nor to the 
Carbonari : each had the ujiper hand by turns, and 
were, therefore, unable to clear tin.* country of the 
brigands that infested it. This state of things 
could not continue, and the French Government 
resolved by extraordinary and terrible measures to 
root out the banditti, and to include the wide- 
spread and powerful sect of the Carbonari in the 
destruction. The atrexiious and sanguinary mcjthods 
by which General Manhes succeeded in extirpating 
the brigands is matter of history. Collctta recounts 
it in his usual graphic and vigorous manner. In 
his pages* you will find related also how Capo 
Bianco was deceived, betrayed, and executed, to the 

* Collctta, Storia del Reame di Napoli, dal 1735, sino al 1825. 
Libro vii. cap. 53. 
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shame of the French General, lannelli, who laid the 
snare by which he was entrapped. He died with 
heroic firmness ; intrepid and calm, he willingly 
gave his life for the country and cause which he 
devotedly loved. CoUetta, though no friend to the 
Carbonari , and accused of being a partisan of the 
French, yet reprobates the conduct of Murat to- 
wards the sect. '‘The violence and severity exercised 
towards the brigands/^ he says, ought not to 
have been turned against the Carbonari, for the 
bandits were guilty of crimes — the sect demanded 
laws ; the brigands w'erc the refuse of society — the 
Carbonari were honourable and honest men. Car- 
bonarisni d(\generated afterwards — but was then 
innocent ; it had been invited and approved by 
Government, and its rites and tenets were civilised 
and beneficent. Many friends of Joachim begged 
him to disarm Carbonarism by mild and judici- 
ous measures ,* but anger, which was powerful in 
him, j)revailed, and kept him firm in his evil 
counsels.” 

During and after the fall of ]\Iurat and the 
retui*n of the Boiu*bon dynasty, Carbonarism, which 
had never been destroyed, spread; and w^hile the 
restored king assumed at once despotic power, the 
sect, finding every promise of freedom for Italy 
broken, were the more zealous to acquire partisans, 
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and to labour for the union and independence of 
their unfortunate country. 

Do not think that I advocate any secret society : 
the principle is bad. The crown of every virtuous 
act and feeling is, not to fear the light of day. But 
it must be remembered with what fearfij odds the 
Italians have to contend ; tlu^y have not only openly 
against them the whole fabric of their various 
govern ments, backed by an overpowering foreign 
army; but a secret society is spn^ad throughout 
the country, the friend of existing institutions; — the 
confessional is an engine of mighty power, diffused 
through every portion of every city, the most popu- 
lous ; entering every hut, the most retired ; acting 
on the fears of the timid and the credulity of the 
superstitious; pandering to tlic bad passions of the 
wicked and awakening the scru[)l(*s of the pious. 
Every priest bids his penitents confess, not only their 
participation in any act or thought inimical to the 
church or to the government — not only to denoun(^(^ 
father, husband, or child, who might trust to them 
the secret of their lives — but to reveal every little 
circumstance that may tend to discover the lovers of 
liberty. Can it be wondered that men wdio wished 
to regenerate their country in the face of so penetra- 
ting, so almost omnipotent a power, should cloak 
themselves in impenetrable secrecy, and strive to 
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check the influence by counter -terrors, — equally 
awful ? 

- Fearful deeds were the result of the laws of the 
society ; the individuals that composed it, knowing 
themselves to be supported by numerous companions, 
and sheltered from detection by the secrecy that 
veiled their name, lost their moral sense. The act, 
commanded by a power to which they had sworn 
obedience, ceased to be a crime, and assassination 
was no longer looked on as a murder, but as an 
execution; numbers of Carbonari, suspected or 
really guilty of treason to their oaths, were assas- 
sinated all over Italy, especially during the latter 
days of the society; and volumes might be filled with 
the history of these tragedies. If any man to whom 
the lot fell to execute the sentence of the rest, 
shrunk from his task, he was considered a traitor, 
and condemned to death.* Such was Carbonarism, 
at the time when it shook kings on their thrones, 
and made the sovereigns of Italy tremble. Calabria 

* A young aspirant askod, during the progress of his initiation, 
'whether, if commanded by the society, he would put his own father to 
death, lie answered, “ Yes.” He was taken to a room where, by 
some contrivance it seemed to him that he saw his father sitting at a 
table shading his eyes with his hand. A dagger was given him : 
“ Your father is a traitor to the sect,” he was told, strike ! ” The 
weapon fell from the youth’s hand ; in an instant he was blindfolded 
— hurried away — set free in some distant spot — rejected from the sect, 
as incapable of that devotion to the cause which was demanded of its 
members. 
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and the Abruzzi swarmed with sectarians ; the society 
was rapidly pro[)agatcd throughout the kingdom of 
Naples, whence it spread to Romagna, Piedmont, 
and Lombardy; Vendite^ were even established in fair 
and tranquil Tuscany. Evei*y Vendita was a perma- 
nent conspiracy, — every Carbon aro an eqc^niy to the 
reigning authority ; — yet even sovereigns were their 
accomplices, since they had made use of the society 
to overthrow the (lominion of the French in Italy. 

The early Carbonari were men who wer(‘ actuated 
by deep-rooted love of their country, and det(‘station 
of the vice, ignorance, and davery into which Italy 
had fallen ; they entcrtaincJl tluj belief that means 
terrible and unflinching could alone reg(5neratc a peo- 
ple sunk in su])(irstition and slavery. The tj’inmph of 
the Carbonari was the proclamation of the constitu- 
tional government at Najdes. But even then the sect 
was no longer the same. It had transgressed against 
the great and permanent moral laws by which society 
ought to be governed ; it had been guilty of crimes 
—now it sunk into feebleness. Its results fell miser- 
ably short of its proud promise ; for its work had 

* The spots where the Carbonari assembled were called Vendite — 
or Places for Sale — in accordance with the fiction of their being sellers 
of charcoal. Thus, as we should write over a shop Charcoal sold 
here ; ” in Italian, the phrase is, “ Vendita di Carbone.” Where theie 
was one Vendita, there could be no other within four miles ; — if another 
was established within these limits, a schism ensued, and every cadea- 
Your was made to put it down. 
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been undertaken by men who were not sufficiently pre- 
])arcd, — who did not look to the future ; — who were 
'often swayed by violent and capricious passions, and 
whose principles were rooted in scepticism. The pure 
patriotism of its originators became tainted by the 
personal ambition of their followers. At the very 
height of its success it was ignoniiniously vanquished. 
Unable, from whatever cause, to resist the Austrian 
invasion of Naples, in 1820 — 21, the constitution 
they had erected was overthrown, despotism re- 
established, and the chiefs of the Carbonari either 
fled, or died on the scaffold ; — the name became the 
mark for persecution. 

Still the spirit of the sect is not conquered; 
all the outbreaks in the reninsula may be traced to 
its iiifluence ; and the different governments of Italy 
have vainly had recourse to every means for its 
extermination. They were unsparing in bribes to 
traitors ; th(*y suborned spies ; they sowed dissension 
in its councils, and became possessed of all its 
secrets. On this account, not long ago, the society 
was reformed, and became merged in other secret 
associations, among which that named Im Giovaue 
Italia, is principal. The heads of this sect are, for 
the most i)art, exiled beyond the Aljis ; but, even 
in banishment, they maintain their influence, and 
machinate risings : above all, they sedulously keep 
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awake the spirit of national union. These new’ socie- 
ties can never be as powerful as the Carbonari were 
— they are but a shadow of that mighty intluence ; 
but, if they have less power, they have committed 
no crimes; and work by spreading knowledge and 
civilisation, instead of striking terror. ^ 

It is to be regretted, that the patriofs of Italy 
have recourse to darkness and secrecy to carry on 
the regeneration of their country : for falseliood is the 
offspring of mystery, and intt^grity is destroyed by a 
system that hides itself from the light of day. The 
Italians must do away with oaths that cajinot bind 
the traitor ; and the daggcr,Vhich makes a murderer 
of him whose intent is virtuous. Tluiy must sacrifice 
the formula of union, and be content wdth dissemi- 
nating its spirit. Could they teach inflexible truth, 
could they insjnre military courage, did veiuu’ation 
for just and equal laws spring from their lessons, 
Italy were nearer the goal it j)ants to attain. 

Meanwhile a certain good has arisen from a sect 
w'hich, howx'ver founded in love for their country, 
has been polluted by many crimes. Carbonarisni 
cannot be denied the j)raisc of having co-operat(rd to 
destroy the anti-social municipal prejudices, and the 
narrow spirit of local attachment, which was long a 
serious obstacle to the union of a coJintry, divided 
as Italy is into many states, and subject to the 
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stranger. The Carbonari first taught the Italians 
to consider themselves as forming a nation. It is 
to be hoped they will never forget the lesson. 
When the Roman considers himself, in his heart, 
the countrjTnan of the Milanese — ^when the Tuscan 
looks upoy Naples as also his country — then the 
power of the Austrian will receive a blow, which it 
has hitherto warded off, from which it will never 
recover. 
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LETTER XV. 

TuBcany. 

FRBlltTARV, 1843 . 

Nothing is more difficult than for a foreigner 
to give a correct account of the state (►f a country 
— its laws, manners, and <. istoms ; — the first often 
so different in their operation from what outwardly 
appears ; the latter, never fully understood, Proteus- 
like, assume a thousand contradictory aj)pearances, 
and elude investigation, A stranger can only glance 
at the surface of things — often d(iC(*ptivc — and put 
down the results of conversations, which, after all, if 
carefully examined, by no means convey the whole 
truth, even if they arc free from some bias, however 
imperceptible, either in speaker or hearer, the result 
of which is a false impression — a false view. 

An English person, accustomed to the gigantic 
fortunes and well-ordered luxury, — to the squalid 
penury, hard labour and famine, — which mark the 
opposite orders of society in his own country, is 
struck by the appearance of ease and equality that 



182 


RAMBLES IN GERMANY 


reigns in Tuscany, and especially at Florence. 
There is poverty of course— but penury cannot be 
said to exist; there is work — but there is also 
rest: nay, there is no lack of enjoyment for the 
poor — while the nobility, for the most j)art, scarcely 
rise above the middling orders ; bankers and 
foreignei's being those who make most figure in 
society, and that, exe(‘pt on particular and infre- 
quent occasions, on no magnificent scaki. 

Many reasons may be assigned for this equality. 
During the llourisliing days of the re])ublic of 
Fkmmce, a blow was given to the nobility of the 
city and surrounding country, from which it never 
recovered. Tliose nobles who still preserved their 
titles and fortunes, were obliged to conceal all pride 
in the former, in order to ju’eserve the influence 
naturally resulting from the latter. The Medici 
were merchants ; and when an Austrian prince suc- 
ceeded to the extinct family, no change was operated. 
On the contrar}^ it was, I believe, one of them, 
Leopold I., who abolished the law of primogcnituiT 
in Tuscany. It is true, that the usual result of the 
prohibition against entails in subdividing estates, is 
frequently eluded. A father possesses absolute 
power over his property, with the exception of a 
tenth or twelfth, which is called the quota legitima, 
which must descend to his children, and be divided 
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among them in equal portions. The same law 
appertains even to the mother^s dowry — whkh 
becomes her husband^s property. A man may, 
therefore, accumulate and leave the whole of his 
possessions to his eldest son, with the exception of 
the above-named (/uota ; and, when thiij has been 
done for some generations, large fortunes are pre- 
served. But it seldom is : and as a man has 
absolute j)ropricty in his estates, a spendthrift can 
alienate the whole for ever. The nobles of Tuscany 
being for the most ])art without pride of f>rd(a*, have 
readily yielded to tlic spirit of their countiy, which 
absorbs them in the democracy. At the same time, 
the feeling of accumulation being extinct, no barrier 
exists to prevent the dissipation of property : in the 
hands of a young heir, extravagance and play (the 
bane of Italy), soon bring to an end the fortunes of 
an ancient name. Thus, 1 am assured, many of the 
noblest families in Tuscany are rcduc(*d to poverty : 
the capital of the country has fallen into the hands 
of bankers, the majority of whom arc of Jewish 
origin. A number of illustrious names, consecrated 
in the pages of history, have almost disappeared. 
They only mark the walls of palaces, empty of the 
impoverished descendants of their former possessors. 

This absence of accumulated riches, of course, 
checks the arts of luxury, mechanical improvements. 
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and all progress in the framework of society; it 
multiplies the numbers of those who arc just raised 
‘above poverty; while the benignant nature of the 
climate, and the abstemious habits of the Italians, 
prevent the poor from suffering want. The country is, 
for the most part, divided into small farms [podere)y 
cultivated by the family of the countryman [conta- 
dim) who holds them — ^hc giving his labour, the 
crops, and tools — the owner the land, dwellings, and 
substantial repairs ; the profits are divided, and the 
rent, for the most part, paid in kind — a circum- 
stance which aids the farmer, and limits the fortune 
of tlic owner. The country-people labour hard — 
very hard, and live poorly, but they do not suffer 
want ; and if there arc no farmers so rich as with 
us, there is no absolute agricultural distress. 

In Florence itself the common people are well to 
do. They arc, perhaps, the least agreeable people 
to deal with in Italy; self-opiniated, independent, 
and lazy, they can often scarcely be brought to work 
at all ; and, when they do, it is in their own way 
and at their own time. They love their case, and 
they enjoy it : they arc full of humour and intelli- 
gence, though their conceit too often acts as a 
drawback on the latter. I speak especially of the 
Florentines, as they arc represented to me; for 
conceit is not a usual fault among the Italians. 
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As I have said, an English person, accustomed to 
heart-piercing accounts of suffering, hard labour, 
and starvation among our poor, gladly hails a sort 
of golden age in this happy country. We must 
look on the state of society from a wholly different 
point of view — we must think of the hunger of the 
mind ; of the nobler aspirations of the soul, held in 
check and blighted — of the tendency of man to 
improve, here held down — (►f the ])eculiar and sur- 
passing gifts of genius appertaining to this peo})le, 
who are crushed and trod under foot by tlie jealousy 
of government — to understaml, with how dead and 
intolerable a w^eight King *liOg hangs round the 
necks of those among them, who regret the generous 
passions and civic virtues of bygone times, llie 
Florentine reads of Filippo Strozzi, of Ferruccio 
Feiruccini, of Michael Angelo. He remembers 
the pure and sacred spirit that Savanarola lighted 
up among the free and religious citizens ; he thinks 
of the slavery that followed, when genius and valour 
left the land indignant, and 

** For deeds of violence 

Done in broad day ; and more than half redeemed 
By many a great and generous sacrifice of self to others,” 

what has come ? The poet speaks of — 

" the unpledged bowl, 

The stab of the stiletto.” • 


Rogers’s “ Italy.” 
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But those days^ too^ are gone ; there has come such 
life as the flocks lead on the mountain sides — such 
life as the idle, graceful fallow-deer may spend, from 
spring-tide to rainy autumn, under the noble trees of 
some abundant park j but where is the soul of man ? 
In the luiTids of those who teach him to fast and tell 
his beads — to bend the neck to the yoke — to obey 
the church, not God. 

Nor is this all; especially among the rich; far — 
far from it ; for men, unless tamed by labour, can 
never lead the innocent lives of the beasts of the 
field: if darker crimes are unfrequent, yet vice 
flourishes, rank and unchecked : the sense of honour 
is destroyed; the nobler aficctions are crushed; 
mental culture is looked on with jealousy, and dies 
blighted. In the young may be found gleams of 
inextinguishable genius — a yearning for better 
things, which terrifies the parents, who see in such 
the seeds of discontent and ruin : they prefer for 
their sons the safer course of intrigue, play, idle- 
ness — the war of the passions, rather than the 
aspirations of virtue. 

To do nothing has been long the motto of the 
Tuscan government; had it been strictly observed, 
still much might be said against it. Leopold 1. 
w^as a good sovereign, a clever and liberal man ; 
Ferdinand, who succeeded to him, suffered many 
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vicissitudes of fortune during the period of the 
empire of Napoleon ; but he was not, like his name- 
sake of Naples, driven by adversity to cruelty and 
arbitrary violence. When he was restored to his 
throne, still it was his wish to keep his people hap])y 
and contented. It is his praise, that if, authority 
sheathed its sword and veiled its terrors, nor even 
used the wholesome rc^straint of the law to punish 
crime, it acted simply as a torpedo on the energies 
of the land, nor used any concealed weaf>ons. Fer- 
dinand constantly and resolutely refused to institute 
a secret police in Tuscany. It was a stoiy I riunem- 
ber, told at the time, during the revolutionary period 
of 1821, that the Austrian minister at Florence 
presented a list of sixty Carbonari to the Grand 
Duke, and begged that they might be arrested. J 
do not know whether these men are Carbonari, 
said Ferdinand \ but I am sure, if 1 imprison 
them, I shall make them such,” and rejected the list. 
His successor, Leopold II., has not had the wisdom 
to pursue the same course. Tlie bane of Italy is 
the absence of truth, of honour, of straightforward- 
ness ; the vices opposite to these nobler virtues have 
now the additional culture which must ensue from 
the circulation of a system of secret police^ of spies, 
of traitors. 

Yet still the government is mild. In 31 — 32, the 
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throne of Leopold II. was shaken by several con- 
spiracies ; and the revolutionary spirit of Romagna, 
which tended to unite all Italy in one bond, had 
numerous proselytes in Tuscany. But for a traitor, 
it is supposed, that on one occasion the person of 
the Grand Duke would have fallen into the hands of 
the conspirators : at the eleventh hour the leader 
took fright, and discovtired all. On this, and on 
other 0('casions, the arrests were not numerous ; the 
sentences (to us to whom treason and the gallows 
are quick following cause and effect,) mild; and 
these oven, after a few months, softened. Leopold 
wishes his j)eo|)le to be quiet and happy — ^lie hates 
violence ; to pay a traitor to betray, and so to crush 
a conspiracy noiselessly, appears to him wise and 
judicious ]K)licy. In all respects he is averse to 
strong measures. For many years no capital punish- 
ment has been inflicted in Tuscany ; a fact, which of 
itself demands om* admiration, and must be replete 
with good effects. 

“ All this is truc,^^ said an Italian to me ; and 
yet I, who wish my countrj’^mcn to cultivate manly 
habits of thought and action, regard our state as 
almost worse than any other. Tyranny is, with us, 
a serpent hid among dowers ; and I, for one, sympa- 
thise with the sentiment of a Florentine poet — odio 
il tiranno cite col sonno uccide. There are other evils 
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besides those which press upon the material part 
of our nature, and the new generation in Tuscany 
feels wrongs of another description. The better 
spirits of our country j)inc for the intellectual food 
of which they are deprived. Thus they tend 
towards a new and better order of things; the more 
difficult to realise, because a timid and absurd policy 
endeavours to throw cveiy obstacle in the way to its 
attainment.^^ 
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LETTER XVI. 

Ital'mn Literature. — Manznni. — Nircolini. — Collett’.— Amnri. 

Italian literature claims, at present, a very higrli 
rank in Europe. If the writers are less numerous, 
yet in jrenius they eipial, and in moral taste they 
surpass, Prance and England. In these countries 
everybody reads, and there is a great demand for 
books of amusement. M. dc Custine reniarks, that 
the Prencli write now for hs concierges et les 
fur^ats,^^ the ignorant and depraved; we write for 
the frivolous. The uneducated and idle in Italy do 
not read at all; and an Italian author writes for 
readers whom h<’ respects, or \\ishes to instruct : I 
speak of the lighter lit(‘rature. In the higher walks 
we are lamentably deficient, while France boasts of 
admirable historians. The Italians possess modem 
histories to compete with France. 

There has been a great revolution in Italian 
poetry of late years ; and it has, to a great extent, 
returned to the nature and character that marked 
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its outset, mien poetry first assumed a form in 
the Peninsula, Europe was still, if not in a barbarous 
state, at least in the very infancy of ci\ilisation ; and 
Italy alone, among European nations, taught arts, 
science, and letters. The character of the youth of 
modern Eurojiean civilisation, with all ite defects 
and all its charms, is indelibly inijircssed on the 
literature of that age. The poetry of the first great 
Italian poets sjirang from the complicated feelings 
which a new a;ra awoke in them. When you 
read their best jiroductions, you feel that they are 
animated by the energy proper to the young ; and 
even when they apjicar to guide themselves by 
ancient rules, the true soul of jioetry, the youth of 
the spirit, breaks its way through every obstacle. 
The first Italian poets never obeyed, but on the 
contrary resisted, Aristotelian rules. Dant<‘, the 
greatest of all — Petrarch and Ariosto, abandoned 
themselves to the genuine imj)ulse of their minds, 
and were great ; — great, because^ free. The history 
of Italian poetry confirms tin*, truth, that the poet 
follows the real and the sublimcst scope of art when 
he keeps in mind the character of his country and 
of his age. The highest Italian poetry is truly 
national. 

The poets who followed were, with few exceptions, 
imitators ; they bowed to the rules of Aristotle, and 
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produced no great works. Sinee the fall of the repub- 
lic of Florence, poetry and eloquence, which ought to 
have waited on the changes and advancement of civi- 
lisation, and to have harmonised with the thoughts 
and manners of the country, failed to do so. Italian 
painting left no path untried so to arrive at perfec- 
tion, and sought originality by a thousand different 
roads; while poets were afraid of novelty. This 
is not strange. The creations of genius and the 
inventions of the imagination are derived from, 
and depend on, the moral culture of the intellect, 
and this culture was shackled. After the six- 
teenth century Italy never enjoyed political liberty, 
and the intellect of the country was unable to 
develope itself with freedom. On this account 
the Italians ceased to contemplate man and nature 
in an original .manner: they were imitators of the 
ancients, and in the sequel, imitators of imitators, 
their literature even became influenced by that of 
the French. No attempt was made to enlarge 
its limits or to renovate its spirit; for such an 
attempt, from political reasons, would have been 
dangerous. Governments who are not strei^gthened 
by public opinion, always shackle the free exercise 
of the intellectual faculties. Writers both in 
prose and varse, thus grew to aim at grace of 
diction and beauty of imagery, unsustained by 
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daring and original thought, or even by variety of 
invention, which is more nearly allied to the enjoy- 
ment of freedom than is usually supposed. Yet, 
notwithstanding these obstacles, Italian ])oetry of 
the seventeenth and the beginning of the eighteenth 
centuries, ])()ssesscs high merit; and si\pli, so to 
speak, is its exterior beauty, that, had it greatei* 
intrinsic, ])ower, it would sur])ass every other in the 
world. 

Towards the <‘nd of the eighteenth century the 
dawn of a reform in every branch of human krujw- 
ledge may be p(;rccived. Eveiy one felt the need of 
having recourse to the real source. of ins])i ration, tli<^ 
ho])es and fears which form the national spirit of the 
age ; among others Alfieri rose. There can be no 
doubt that he was the writer who best knew how 
to echo tlic passions and hopes of his contempora- 
ries. I pass over the names of the great WTiters 
who, on every subject, shed lustre over Italy at 
that time, and come at once to the authors of 
the present day, w ho sprung up at the close of tlui 
wars of the French cmj)irc, and may be said to b<; 
the offspring of a bitter contest that arose at that 
time among the literary men of Italy: and even 
among these, I shall confine myself to the two 
w^ho possess the highest and most durable influ- 
ence, Manzoni and Niccolini ; men who, in common 

VOL. II. K 
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with other Italian WTitcrs of the present day, 
reject letters as a tribute to frivolity, or means 
to fortune ; consecrating them to the advancement 
of the great interests of their fellow-creatures, 
desiring to make them, as Lord Bacon expresses 
himself, a rich storehouse for the gloiy of the 
creator, and the relief of man^s estate/^ 

1 hav(^ mentioned in another letter how, under 
Monties ausj)ices, a great war of words began in 
Italy : about the same period another battle raged 
between what was called the classic and romantic 
schools. It began in 1818, when Berchet, a poet of 
merit, descended suddenly into the arena, throwing, 
by way of challenge, a translation of the Leonora of 
Burgher, accompanied by an essay, di^arding the 
old models and jdanting a new banner, beneath the 
shadow of which the flower of the Italian youth 
(eagerly crowded to contend — displaying the more 
enthusiasm, because under this literary discussion 
was hid the hope of regenerating the political 
opinions of Italy. The classists were not slow" in 
meeting the attack; and when they found their 
authority, which had been respected for centuries, 
was in danger of being overtlirowm, they hurried 
to the rescue. Monti fought with them. Angry 
epithets, ridicule, abuse, w'cre bandied about by both 
parties in the ai'dour of fight. Book succeeded to 
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book ; }Damplilcts and articles poured furiously 
down, each breathing the ire of an earlier and 
more uncivilised age. The Romanticists wislied 
to banish the mythology — ^to make poetry patiiotie 
— ^that is, founded on national faith, chronicles, 
and sympathies. They added example tt\ precept ; 
Berchet published a volume of odes which met 
with eminent success ; the subjects were Italian, 
and breathed great force ot passion and feeling. 
Grossi, the rival, or rather, as he colls himself, the 
pupil of Manzoni, commenced with “ Ildegouda,” 
a talc in verse, foundcjd on ^ Milanese story, ubich 
was received with immense ap])lause. Manzoni 
published his Carmagnola Pellico his ^^Fran- 
cesca da Rimini and ^^Eufemio da Messina.^^ 
Ptdlico, aftewards so sadly celebrated for his mis- 
fortunes, was at this time tutor to the sons of Count 
Porro. He projected founding a periodical work 
which should serve as a common link between the 
writers of every state in Italy. Porro and Gon- 
falonieri seconded him, and hence arose a periodical 
publication named ^^11 Conciliatore (the Concili- 
ator). Gioga, Romagnosi, Manzoni, Grossi, Bcrchet, 
and Montani contributed to its success, without 
mentioning the political contributions of Gonfalonic;ri, 
Porro, Pecchio, Amvabene, and many others, who 
were then secretly conspiring against the govem- 
k2 
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rnciit, and preparing the ill-starred revolution of 
1820-21 . The first mmiber of the Conciliatore^^ was 
published Thursday, 3rd Scj)teiiiber, 1818 — it came 
to an end iu 1820. From its birth the Austrian 
government had decreed its extinction; but its short 
life was yet glorious, since it excited the public mind 
to i'ree discussion, and gave an imj)ctus to letters. 

Manzoni rose into notice as the poet of this ])arty. 
Ills sacred hymns and his tragedy of “ Cariiiagnola^’ 
ajipi'ared at the time when tlic literary war raged 
hottest. Ills j)ocms were received with enthusiasm. 
“ Cannagiiola and Vdelclii^^ were hailed as na- 
tional and romantic dramas; tlieir fame spread into 
(jcrmany and France. Goethe sjieaks of them as 
making a serious and jirofound im])ression, such as 
great pictui'cs of human nature must always create.^' 
“ L(^t the poet,^’ he says, “ continue to disdain the 
feeble and vulgar jiortions of human jiassion, and 
attcmipt only such high arguments as excite deej) 
and generous emotions.” 

To ns th(‘se tragedies appear, though eminently 
beautiful as poems, to be failures as dramas. It is 
not enough that ])assions and events arc developed, 
w(‘ desire eharacter also: tht'y have* not succeeded 
I'vrn on the Italian stage, on which several of 
Allieri’s have kept their place. In the Carinagnola” 
the aiulienee are at a loss on whom to expend their 
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sympathy. A vague and uncertain tone keeps ua 
in suspense — ^not that suspense arising from the 
mingled blame and admiration excited by the hero, 
which is the true frmndation of di*amatic interest, 
but caused by a sense that the writer has no deter* 
mined object. Tin; ^^Adelchi^^ is, in jt?ij*ts, more 
interesting ; but even in that we find no real hero. 
Our sym])athy is most excited by Erniengarda ; but 
she is entirely episodical. These ti'agedies, how- 
ever, breathe a s])irit*that rend(a-s them dear to 
every Italian. They have for their subject national 
events, which arc treated in^ pow(.*rful and original 
manner. Alfieri makes his Lombard princesses ex- 
press themselves like Grecian heroines : Manzoni 
imbues himself with the spirit of the times; and 
his j)ersouages s])eak and feel%n his dramas, as his 
creative imagination taught him that they did dur- 
ing life. ]\Iorc j)articularly this is found in t.lu* 
“ Adelchi,^^ where the veil is for the first time lifted 
from the intrigues of the Popes, who contrived the 
overthrow of the Longo Bardi, and the succcs.sful 
invasion of Charlemagne, not in the interests of 
Christianity, but in that of their own temporal 
power ; and the vain struggle of the falling Lom- 
bards, with the insolence of the invader and the 
hypocrisy of the priest, is finely drawn. It is his 
odes, however, that give high rank to Manzoni as a 
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j)oet. In these, his diction is exquisitely finished, 
and his conceptions rise to the sublime. No reader 
can fail of being carried away by the pathos and fire 
of the chorus in Cannagiiola, describing the horrors 
of the wars of invasion in Italy, which became civil 
contests, as the various states adhered to one or other 
of the foreign powers, who poured down from the 
Alps for tluar destruction. Tlie Cinque Maggio^^ 
is, out of his own country, the most ])opular of 
Maiizoiii’s odes, but this thorus and the sacred 
hymns obtain the gi’catcst meed of praise in Italy. 

The Promessi Sjjosi,^^ followed. This, to a certain 
degree, is an imitation of the romances of Walter 
Scott : it rises above in grandeur of description and 
in unity and nobility of purpose, though in inex- 
haustible fecundity tf character, the Scotch writer 
surpasses the Italian. The historian Kipamonti sug- 
gested his subjects. The account of the Innominato 
is to be found in his pages, as well as that of the 
errors of a high-born nun — of a sedition, a famine, 
a pestilence — of the character and life of Fedcrigo 
Borromeo ; but these, though suggested by history, 
are treated with a poetic fii’c, an originality of idea, 
and a vitality, which belongs entirely to Manzoni 
himself. II is tale is sustained by a moral, or rather 
religious scope. He desires in his romance to prove 
that society, both civil and political, is diseased, and 
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that Catholicism must be the remedy. Mauzoni is a 
devout Catholic, lie paints, with peculiar fervoiu’, 
the merits and uses of a ])ious clergy; and per- 
sonifying it under the names of Father Cristofero 
and Cardinal Borromco, he shows the beneficial 
influence it may obtain over the people and the 
nobility, of whom lienzo and Lucia, the Inno- 
minato and Don Rodrigo, arc the representatives. 
It is not the vulgar notion of bringing'forvvard the 
Pope, with his army of priests and monks, as the 
regenerators of society, at which he aims; it is 
the Christian sj)irit of resignation and self-denial 
that he wishes to revive, and render the n\aster- 
feeling of the world. Manzoni is eminently pious 
and resigned — this is the internal spirit; in form 
he adheres to ancient Catholicism, wliicli he regards 
as the final tendency of humanity. 

Manzoni was born at Milan in 1781. I have heard 
that his father w^as a man totally without instruction ; 
while his mother, the daughter of the Marclicsc 
Beccaria, author of the well-known work, “ Dei de- 
litti e delle Pene,” was an accomplished and active- 
minded woman. Manzoni spent many of his early 
years on the Lake of Como, at the very spot where 
he places the scene of his romance. In his youth 
the Latin poets occupied his attention ; he read 
Virgil and Tibullus with delight — while in Italian 
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he studied the works of tlie cinqueccntiste : so that 
1 have licard that his early unpublished verses 
arc conceived in the spirit of those writers. But 
he soon broke away from such fetters, lie read 
and admired Dante, with the deep-felt enthusiasm 
a poet natM rally experiences for that sublime writer. 
At the beginning of the present century Manzoni 
visited Fi’ancc;, and lived for some years with his 
mother in Paris. In 1808 he returned to Milan, 
and soon after, cliietly induced by the instigations 
of his relations, he married a Protestant lady, the 
daughter of Blondel, a banker of Gencjva. They 
visited Home, where the lady became a convert 
to Catholicism ; and, as I am told, converted also 
her husband, mIio heretofore had been sceptical or 
carehfss on religious subjects — but who, from that 
hour, became an ardent and devout Catholic. He 
passes the greater })ortion of the year at his villa, 
live miles from Milan ; he secs little society, being 
by disposition excessively shy. In 1831 be had the 
misfortum* to lose his w ife, whom he fondly loved 
and entirely trusted. I never had the happiness of 
seeing liini : he is, I am told, of middle stature, of 
gentle as})ect, resembling the portraits of Petrarch — 
and suffcTs somewhat from nervousness. He is pro- 
foundly versed in history, political economy, and 
agricultm*e; and it is said is now occupied on a 
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history of Italian litorature and a philosophical work. 
In his tastes with regard to poetry not Italian, he 
admires Schiller and Shakspeare ; but, unlike almost * 
every other foreigner, the scepticism of Lord Byron 
renders his poetry distasteful to him. ITis soul is 
filled with love of tlic beautiful, the el(;vated, and 
the j)urc. These ciualities shine forth particularly 
in his odes, which, since Petrarch, arc the most 
])erfect lyrics in the language; and among them, 
the limi Saeri^^ arc distinguished for the exquisite 
finish and poetic fire that adorns the fervent ])i(‘ty 
which they breathe. 

It would be vain to attempt to say even a few 
words of the swarm of romance writers that have 
tried to follow in his steps, and who all deserve 
the same praisii of writing to instruct and eknatf^, 
and not, as is too usual wnth writers of fiction, 
to amuse, and even corrupt. Out of Italy, Azeglio 
ranks highest. Like all Italian writers of the day, 
he is animated by a patriotic feeling. The desire 
of destroying the prejudices that separate state 
from state, made him, who is a Piedmontese, choose 
for his heroes Neapolitans and Florentines. In 
his first novel, “ Ettore Fieramosca,^^ he impresses 
on his readers the loveliness of the feminine cha- 
racter, depicting the purest struggles between 
passion and duty. In " Niccoli de^ Lapi,^' a 
K 3 
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burning love of country, joined to a piety at war 
with the grosser superstitions of Rome, adorns his 
venerable hero. The Tuscans generally do not like 
his style, and prcjfer that of Grossi. Tominaso 
Grossi is the intimate friend of Manzoiii, to whom 
he dedicatiid his popular romance of “ Marco 
Visconti/^ calling him by the endearing name of 
Master He commenced his literary career by 
the ])ul)lication of two beautiful tales in verse, 
Ildegomla,^^ and the ^^Fuggitiva;” in this species 
of composition there is no one to compare with 
him, and ‘^lldcgouda,^^ in the estimation of his 
countrjunen, is quite inimitable. A Florentine, 
Guerrazzi, has published two romances, ^^I/Asscdio 
di Firenze,^’ and La Battaglia di Benevento,^^ 
jiopular in his own countiy, from the ardent, the 
almost frantic love of liberty w^hich inspires theii* 
author. This is a spirit that ever finds a clear 
echo in hearts palpitating with the sense of wrong, 
and with the aspiration to independence. He is 
eloquent and passionate in his style, and has happy 
touches of situation and character ivhich show him 
to be a rami of genius — ^but he is diffuse, exag- 
gerated, aiid^metimes incoherent. 

A greater man than these, and in the eyes of 
his countrymen, equal to Manzoni, is the Florentine, 
Gian. Battista Niccolini. This poet, it is true, is 
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not as celebrated as the author of the “Proinessi 
Sposi^^ on this side of the Alps, but in Italy he has 
attained an equal, and indeed, in some respects,* 
a higher reputation. Niccolini is a tragic and lyric 
poet, and a great prose writer. He commenced his 
career, as a dramatist, by tragedies on .Greek and 
mythological subjects. His mind full of the verses 
of Dante, Tasso, and Ariosto, he reproduced on 
the stage, garbed in simple and sublime i)0ctry, 
the theatre of the Greeks. Ilis ^^Polixena^^ — his Ino 
e Ternisto,^^ and his CEdipus,^’ might be said to 
be written on the model set by Alfieri, and i*(pially 
liberal in sentiment. They were acted, and the 
beauty of the verses insured their success. Nicco- 
lini soon, however, became aware that his works 
did not meet the wants of modern ^iety, and that 
he ought no longer to remain in the ways trodden 
by his masters ; but that the time had arrived when 
to cease imitating the ancients. . He resolved to 
seek the reputation of an original poet, and to create 
a new theatre. The Foscarini,” a national subject, 
in which he paints, in the hvelicst and blackest 
colours, the dark tyranny of the Venetian aristo- 
cracy, had a success on the stage previously unexam- 
pled in Italy. The enthusiasm spread among every 
rank of society j country people, farmers and 
labourers from the environs of Florence, were seen 
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mingled with the lower class of citizens, besieg- 
ing the avenues of the theatre for hours before 
the opening of the doors. Animated by this success, 
Niccolini composed the “ Sicilian Vespers,^' which is, 
in fact, a protest in favour of Italy.* Tliis drama 
was received with transports of enthusiasm. The 
Frt;n(h Secretary of Legation, M. dt*, la None, had 
the folly to complain to the Tuscan government 
of certain expressions levelled against the Frcmch 
nation. Tin; Austrian Minister laughed at his 
application, and saw through the artifice. Fans ne 
voycz pas** he said, que si Faddresse est d vousn 
le contenu est pour moV'* An interesting and 
sad incident occurred on the first representation 
of this play. The mother of Niccolini, an aged 
woman, iusist|^ on being present — ^the immense 
success and triumph of her son were too much 
for her — she was carried dying out of the theatre, 
and only survived two days. 

The style of Niccolini’s tragedies is looked 
u])on by his counti7men as a perfect model for 
the romantic drama. It is elevated and yet natural. 
The poet rises to the height of his argument; his 
vc*rsilicatiori is harmonious yet severe — his imagery 
rich and choice ; his tone is majestic, and through 

• In Uie same manner liia trageJy, lately published, “ Arnaldo da 
Brescia^** is a splendid protest against the tcmpoial dominion of the 
l*oi>c and the abuse of the power of the church. 
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all there glows an ineffable love of his art. Niccolini 
is celebrated also as a lyric poet ; but as far as 1 have 
read, he falls very short of Manzoiii. As a prose 
writer he has as yet only published his speeches 
delivered in llic Accadeinia delle belle Arti. They 
justify his reputation for r(‘scarch, and, may be 
]>ointed out as models of style and eloquence; luj 
])rovos himself in them to be an original thinker, 
and capable of understanding and judging the age 
in which he lives. 

Niccolini joins to his intellertnal greatness a cha- 
racter that makes him the do ling of his natives city. 
Devoid of vanity, of pure and exemplary life, he 
passes his days at Florence, surroiuided' by friends 
who resj)ect and love him. JI(j is at present busily 
occu})ied by an arduous work, the History of the 
House of Swabia.” 

Italy, from the caihest times, has b(?en renowned 
for its historians. From Dino Coinpagni and V^il- 
lani until Botta, Colletta, and Amari, the Italians 
appear to inherit the art of naiTating events, and 
describing men and countries, as well as of deducing 
philosophical conclusions from the experience of jjast 
ages. 

Colletta^s ‘^History of the Kingdom of Naples, 
from the year 1734 till the year 1825,” is a 
remarkable work, as not being the production of an 
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author who spent his life among hooks, but of a 
man who bore a distinguished part in the political 
and military affairs of his time, and who was 
somewhat advanced in years vrhen, exiled from his 
countr}", he dedicated himself to the study of his 
native language and the composition of his history. 

The first publications of Colletta consisted of a 

Narrative of the llcvolution of Naples in 1820/^ 
and the History of the Death of IMurat.” The 
vigour of his styhj, the truth that reigned in his 
narrative, and the warmth of enthusiasm that 
animated his pen, attracted attention, and received 
ap])lause. To a certain degree an adherent of the 
French rule in Naples, though fully aware of its 
faults and its injustice, he, in the account of the 
death of Murat, undertook, with just indignation, 
to defend the illustrious partisans of the fallen 
sovereign, whom the minister, Medici, falsely 
accused of having ensnared and betrayed him; 
throwing the blame where it was due, on the rash- 
ness of the victim and the baseness of his enemies. 
This narration is incorporated in his history, and 
forms one of its most striking passages. It seems 
to me one of the finest pieces of writing in the 
world — full of a mournful dignity, that renders its 
pathos touching, and gives grandeur to its scorn. 

A few pages are prefixed to his histoiy, written. 
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1 believe, by his friend Count Gino Capponi, which 
gives an account of his life. While yet a mere 
boy, he was imprisoned by Ferdinand on a slight * 
suspicion of liberalism, and with difficulty escaped 
with his life. Me, though his name is omitted by 
French writers, accompanied the soldiers^ of Murat 
in their attack uj)on Capri, and by his 'gallantry 
and sagacity mainly contributed to its success. 
Many important posts, both civil and military, were 
entrusted to him by Murat, and, on his return, 
by Ferdinand, and he acquitted himself in alJ with 
reputation, lie acted at once a prudent, tirm, and 
patriotic })art, during the* T^capolitan revolution 
But though Ferdinand employed, frequently con- 
sulted, and often follow^cd his advice, this did not 
save him after the Austrian invasion. He was 
first imprisoned at Briinn, in Moravia, at the foot 
of the Castle of Spiclburg, of infamous renown; 
afterwards, as his health failed, he was allowed to 
transfer himself to Tuscany. During his severer 
imprisonment and milder exile, ever ambitious of a 
noble fame, he meditated his future work. First, 
he applied himself to the study of his native 
tongue, forming his style on that of Tacitus; and 
then, . armed wuth the strength of pictorial and 
vigorous language, he dedicated himself to the 
compilation of his history. 
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An eye witness of many of the events which 
he narrates, and frequently a prominent actor in 
them, he strives to be impartial both to friends and 
enemies. He lias not, however, escaped the blame 
of undue bias. He expresses his opinions at times 
with too ipuch passion, displaying excessive severity 
against his rivals or opponents in his military career. 
This, however, is not much ; and, with very slight 
drawbacks, he may be esteemed worthy of the reader^s 
confidence, lie knew the men whose character he 
draws, and these individual portraits give value to 
the work th(!y contribute to adorn. Among them 
may be named, in especial, that of the infamous 
Canosa, and the youtliful hero, Emanuel de Deo. 
Even more admirable are his striking descriptions, 
after the manner of Tacitus. If you shrink from 
undertaking tlie whole work, read the accounts of 
the earthquake in Calabria in 1783 — of the exe- 
cutions of 1799 — of the death of the unfortunate 
Murat — of the tragical fate of the Vardarelli — and 
the character of the reign of Ferdinand, at the con- 
clusion. It will be difficult to find finer jiassages in 
any history. 

He came to Florence in 1823, and died on 11th 
November, 1831. The intcnal was spent in com- 
posing his work, and rendered happy by his 
intimate friendship with two Italians, esteemed as 
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the cleverest men of their time. Count Gino 
Capponi and Valeriani, translator of Tacitus. 
These friends assisted him with their counsels and 
criticisms — some Italians go so for as to consider 
Gino Capponi the writer of the history. lJut 
others, who associated with Colletta and kis friends 
at Florcmce, hav(^ assured me that this supposition 
is entirely (irroneous. 

Qiiiti' lately, another historical work has a])- 
peared, the ])roduction of a young Sicilian, Michele 
Amari, who ])romiscs, from his talents, his industry, 
and the admirable spirit of his book, to add another 
illustrious name to Italy. 

The Sicilian Vespers was a tremendous event, 
which astonished and confoundird the nations, and 
even in Italy was ill understood by contemporary 
histoi’ians. It was supposed to be the result of a 
consj)iracy formed by Giovanni da Procida, under 
the auspices of Don Pedro, King of Arragon, 
who reaped the fruits. Amari, on consulting the 
archives of Sicily, found reason at first to suspect 
the truth of, and afterwards entirely to reject, this 
explanation of an event, which, in this light, could 
only be regarded as a cruel massacre — but which, 
from the documents he adduces, he proves to have 
resulted, not from a treacherous cons])iracy, but 
from the sudden impulse of a people maltreated 
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and insulted to desperation ; whose only defence 
was the knife, whose only safety rested in utterly 
rooting out their oppressors. 

Fired with generous sympathy for a people who, 
against a fearful odds, resolved to liberate themselves 
from a barbarous foreign oppression, Amari relates 
the events of the war that followed the massacre 
with glowing eloquence. The history of the siege 
of Messina may take place besicU; the noble resistance 
of Numantia and Saragossa, with the more cheering 
result that it was successful. This portion of his 
work, and the subsequent chai)tcrs that describe 
the last war and death of Don Pedro of irragon, 
are admirably w-ritten. You will scarcely find in 
any historian a more animated and graphic narration 
than that which tells how Don Pedro, deserted by 
all, hated by all, proudly and sternly, and at last 
successfully, stood his ground against his numerous 
and triumphant foes. 

It is the work of a young man, and of a Sicilian, 
who had to learn and form the language in which 
he writes. The style w-ants elegance ; the construc- 
tion of the history is imperfect, and, at times, 
rambling; but it has the first and best merit of 
a work of genius — it is WTitten from the heart. 
The enthusiasm of the author can-ics the reader 
along with him; you forget the imperfections in 
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the justness of his reflections, and the sincerity of his 
convictions; you excuse tlu; absence of methodical 
order as you arc carried away by the interest which 
he throws over the facts he narrates.* 

* This work was first publisbod at Palermo about two years ago, 
under the title of “ Un Periodo delle Istorie Sicilianedel ^(j()lo 
The manuscript was of course ^^mitted to the censoi' of the press, 
who permitted its publication. It ac(]uirod universal reputation, and 
was enthusiastically received in the kingdom of Naples. As soon as 
public attention was excited, the police »)f that state grew BU8]»ieioufl 
and fearful. The book was prohibited, the remaining copies were 
sequestrated, and all notice of it in newspnpt'rs and iHuiodical works, 
which had already begun tp pmise the autboi and give an account 
of his book, was forbidden. The iicrsecmtion did not cease here ; 
influenced by some sinister, and, as is supposed, personal motive, 
Del Carretto, director or minister of the )M}licc, gave ordcis that 
Amari should be dismissed from an ciu]doyinei)t ho held in a 
governmeut office, and sent to Naples. Signor Amari was warned 
in time, and convinced that :i long and severe imprisonment awaited 
him at the capita], he preferred going into voluntary exile from his 
country, to falling into the hands of a cruel enemy. Signor Amari 
is at present living in Palis, wIktc he publisived, about a year ago, 
a second edition of his work, under the amended title of Guerra 
del Vespro Siciliano,’’ with corrections and additions, lie is at present 
occupied in collecting materials for the compilation of a history of 
Sicily, from the occuiiatiou of the Saracens; for which, as ho must 
GOQsnlt Arabic documents, he is studying with unwearied ardour ; 
he thus adds another proof that the Italians of the present day are 
capable of severe ajiplication and learned iwarch^ in addition to tho 
frequent gift of remarkable talents. — 1844. 



212 


RAMBLES IN GERMANY 


LETTER XVII. 

Voyage to Rome. 

Mauci! 20. 

I LEFT England, as you know, with very vague 
ideas of whither I should go. J did not dare enter- 
tain a hope that 1 should visit Home. But, 

** Thought by thought, and step by step led on/^ 

We have reached what Dr. Johnson says is the 
aim of every man’s desire. 

My companions dreaded a long veturino journey, 
whose leisure is a false lure, since you always arrive 
too late, and set out too early, to see anything 
in tilt! towns where you stop. I consented to go 
by sea, and Heaven rewarded the act of self-sacrifice. 

We left Florence at twelve at night, in one of 
the most uncomfditable veturino carriages I ever 
had the ill fortune to enter. The moon was near 
its full, and its bright snow-like glare almost 
blinded my friends, who rode outside, and prevented 
them from sleeping. The morning dawned golden 
and still; and, although it was March, we anti- 
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cipatccl a calm voyage. So it proved. We embarked 
on board the Castor/^ a small, but well-built and 
quick steamer, and drojqied down towards Elba. 
The view from the sea near Leghorn is not suffici- 
ently praised. The Ligurian Alps 

“ Towsinls llic North uppLMrecT,, 

Thro' mist, n heuvon : siisUiniiig biilwuik, rcaircl 
Detween the east .Miid west.” 

The sun went down beneath tlui sea, and the full 
moon rose at the same moment from bt'hind the 
promontory of Piornbino — hazy at first, — but as she 
rose higher, assuming hv,r pjac#' as radiant Queen 
of Night. We j)as.sed btjtweea tlic island of Elba, 
whostj dark and distinct outline rose out of the calm 
water, and the shadowy form of distant Corsica ; as 
wc proceeded, other and other islands appeared 
studding the tranquil deej), and varying its sublime 
monotony. It was very difficult to consent to shut 
one\s eyes on so very fair a scene. 

At sunrise wc were on deck again, and the steamer, 
wuth that soi^. of pride which a boat ahvays seems to 
exhibit when it reaches its l^riie, cuitered the 
harbour of Civita Vecchia. Wc were (Ltaincd for 
pratique till eight o^clock, when the; Governor got 
up, and for three hours we had full leisure to con- 
template the growth of the morning on the sea, and 
to feel tired of conjectures about the towers and 
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buildings on shore. As soon as we landed, and had 
breakfasted, and were refreshed, wc set off in a sepa- 
rate diligence for the Eternal City. 

The road for some miles bordered the sea. The 
shore ih varied by little bays, inlets, and promon- 
tories- — every five miles is a watch-tower, — ^the Ma- 
remma is spread around, deadly in its influence on 
man, but in apjtearance, a wild, verdant, varied 
pasture land, with here and there a gi’ove of trees, 
and broken into hill and dale : the waves sparkled 
on our right ; the land stretched out pleasant to 
the eye on the left; mountains showed themselves 
on the horizon. No one can look on this country 
as merely so much cai*th — every clod is a sacred 
relic — every stone is an object of curiosity — cvci*y 
name we hear satisfies some desire or awakens some 
cherished association. And thus, in a sort of trance 
of delight, we were whirled along, till the old walls 
appeared. We entered by the Janiculum, and 
skirted the Place of St. Peter^s ; then the pleasant 
spell was snapped, as we had to turn our thoughts to 
custom-houses, h^ls, and all the wony of arrival. 

Evening advanced ; but what ailed the Romans ? 
they were all looking up at the sky — it was an epi- 
demic — in crowds or singly, not an eye looked 
straightforward ; all were looking at the heavens ; — 
at a turn in the street we looked too, and saw in the 
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south a long trail of glowing light; wc were the 
more surprised, as wc had perceived nothing of the 
sort the previous night at sea. It w^as a comet, of 
course ; — docs it shine in your more northeni hcini- 
spherc? here, it loses itself among the stars of 
Orion, while the nucleus is below the visible hori- 
zon ; — it is bright, yet the stars shine through its 
weh-like texture, which, composed of thin beams, is 
stretched out, and you may sec delicate sea-weeds — 
or atpiatic ]»lauts iu a stream, through a large s])ace 
of the heavens. 
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LETTER XVJII. 


Uaffutlle at Rome. 


April 5. 


The multitude of pictures and statues at Rome is 
such, that it is (piite impossible to give the most 
cursory account of the, Galleries. 1 liavt^ been more 
struck (^ven than I expected, by what I have seen ; 
the limits^of inan^s power appear enlarged to the 
uttermost verge of all that the imagination can 
conceive of beautiful and great. 

The admirable proportion of the ternplc-like 
chambers in which the finest relics of ancient 
statuary are placed — the snatches of views that you 
catch, from 0 ])en windows, of the papal gardens and 
the country around the city, renders a visit to the 
Vatican a step out of every-day life into a world 
adorned by the works of the highest genius of all 
countries and all times. It is a great pity that they 
arc not arranged in a manner to instruct the 
spectator as to the age and schools to wdiich they 
belong — the collection at the Vatican greatly needs 
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to b(* regulated by enlightened criticism — but here, 
everything is done from paltry motives : a man, 

I 

who in some way can command ])ati*onage, wriles i 
catalogue of all the statues, and changes their 
mimb(Ts and places, to make it necessary that you 
should buy his book ; so that those w^/o go with 
tin* t'laborate and learned uorks of Gennan critics 
in tlieir liands, find ever\ reference a mistake, and 
get hopelessly embroiled. 

It is said that all the works of ancient Greciau 
seulptim? bear the character of divine repose ; and 
that those statues >Nhich are in attitudes (»f action, 
are tlie works of Greeks, indeed, but executed when 
(Jn'cee was a province, at the conunand of lionian 
imiNters. Among such, is the A])ollo llelvidere, 
which is jiot adorned by the faultless j)erfection 
»if Athenian art — yet who can criticise 1; As I 
entered the compartment in which iie stands, a 
divine ju-csence seemed to fill the ehamher. Tlic 
godlike archer is ste|)ping forward ; his gesture and 
look breathe the eagcaiiess and gladness of victory. 
In some soit, this statue is the ideal of a youthful 
licro — but lie is not human — there is no trace of 
the chivalrous feeling, that even in triumph honours 
the fallen. He is above fear and above pity. 

From room to room the eye is so fed by sight. s of 
beauty, that the sense aches at them ; ’’ tndy the 
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liinbs TinM'illin^ly fail. From tLo halls of the statues 
you go through long galleries lillctl with funereal 
urns, ancient ina])s, aiul old tapestry Morhed from 
llaffai'lle/s cartoons, into rooms ulu re the j)amtmgs 
ar(‘. It is manag(‘d so^ that \vh(‘n you have passed 
through all, you cjiiit the rooms hy the loggie of 
liafljK'lle, and the* Swiss on guard doi:s not permit 
you to return ; — there is no great harm in this — as 
it would h(*. nearly im])ossihh‘ to walk the whole way 
hack again. \’isitors ought, nevertheless, to he 
alhjwi'd t(» enter hy this door at choice, that they 
may at onei* reach the ])icluves without the extra 
lahour of traversing tluj (‘xtensivc^ galleries that lead 
to tliem. Of the oil paintings we see here, the 
San (leronimo by Doinenichino is perha])s tlie iincst. 
Of the ^I’ranstiguration I have before sfiokeii : as a 
composition, it is esteemed tlie grandest picture 
ill the world ; but I turn from it to others (to 
the Madonna di Foligno, for instance) of an earlier 
date, in which there is a more heavenly grace; 
an expression of celestial and ])ure beauty, an 
emanation of the Immortal soul, supiTior to any 
perfect ion of colouring or gr()U])ing. 

But it is among the frescos of llalfaelle that I 
have lingered longest with the greatest delight, 
lliesc w ere the iirst w orks of this matchless painter, 
when called to Ivoiiic. 11c had been soliciting leave 
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to be associated Avith Leonardo da Vinci and Micliacl 
Angelo in painting the balls of the Palazzo Veccliio,^ 
at Florence, uben Pope Julius II. called biin to 
Horne, and pivc biin in charge to adorn tbc walls 
of the; A^ariean. 

At tliis time Mieliael Aiigelo was^ I will not say, 
his rival; but, as be jiaiiited tbe Sistine Cbapi^l 
while Hatfaelle was engagt‘d upon the Vatican, a 
passifjii oi“ geiier )us emulaiion rose in tbe heart of 
the latter that s])uned him on to work with inde- 
fatigable anlf.'Ui*. As Lanzi tells us, tbe sul)jeets 
chosen for these balls eh vjit(‘d bis iniai»:inalion. 
1’bey were not scenes from old mythology, “ but 
the. mystei’ies of the noblest seienee — tin* most 
angnst eirenmstaiiees p(*i*taining to religion, and 
military deeds wh(»se result established ])(‘aee. and 
faith in the world/’ None better than HaiTaclle 
eould achii've lliis work ; for (»f all men he liad 
firmest hold of ‘^that golden chain whudi is let 
down from Heaven, and with a divine enthusiasm 
ravishes our souls, made to th<* image of Clod, and 
stirs us u|) to comprebeud the innate and incor- 
ru})tiblc beauty to which wc were once created.”* 

He began by the figures of Theology, I^hilosojdiy, 
Poetry, and Jurisprudence, on tbe arched roof of 
one of the rooms. The figunjs of Theology and 

* Plato'b Ion. Shei!c}’s Essays. 

L 2 
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Poetry, partieuljirly the latter, are in the liighcst 
style of mystic art. Tin* ])icttire named the 
Dispute of the Saeraincnt — if that he tlie name of 
a picture whieh is, after all, nameless — covers one of 
th(‘ walls. 1'here is an asseiul)lap:e, of all tlu‘ doctors 
of the elii/rcli, and among: them liaffaelle boldly 
placed Dante, with his laurel crown, and, still inon^ 
boldly, Savaiiarola, who ten years hefov(‘ had been 
jjuhlicly hurjied at Flonuice as a luTetie.'^' Above 
th(*se p'oups, heaven o])(‘ris, and th(‘ Trinity and 
‘he Ang:<'ls are eongrepited. Hy the lovers {)f the 
mystic school, this j)ieture is j)r(derred to every 
other; \et J was more struck hy that which 
n presents the \ i>ion driving: ll(‘Iindorus from 
the Teni])l(.‘. The story, as told in the Apocrypha, t 
IS tit ted to excite the imag:ination. Throug:h the 
ndation of Simon, Seleueus sent llellodorus, his 
tn*asurer, to seize on the wealth of the Temph*, 
laid uj) hy Onias, the IIig:h Priest, for tin* relief 
ol widous and latlierless ehildren. When Helio> 
dorus entered tlie Temj)le to execute the kiugr^s 
eiunmaud, ‘‘there was lu) small ajrmiv throughout 
th(^ whole city. Then, ulioso looked tljc high priest 
in th(‘ faci', it Mould have wounded his heart; for 
liis countenance, and the ehanging of his colour, 
lit elared the iinvard agony of his inind.^^ The 


* M. Kio. 
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whole city Hocked, transported by indignation and 
grid*. And all, holding up their hands to heaven,, 
made snp])lication.^^ JJeliodorus, iu‘vertheh‘ss, per- 
sisted ; but when he present(;d hiinseir at the 
treasury, ‘^the Ijord of Spirits, and the JVince of 
all ])()\ver, caiiscal a great apj)arition, *S4) that all 
that j)resiimed to come, in with him were astonished 
at the power of (iod, and fainted, and were .^ore 
afraid.’’ 

Jt is deemed the triinnj)h of art to adorn ilie 
real with soiiK^thing grander than mei‘ls the, ordi- 
nary gaz(‘-; but to paint* tluj superhuman, and 
convey to the eyes the image of that whieli 
surpasses tlie might of visible obj(‘.cts, and can 
scarcc'ly be conceived by tin* strong(‘st effort of 
the imagination, is that which KaffaelK; only (joidd 
achhwi!. In this fresco the vision of a Inji se 
with a terrible rider fills the beholder with awe — 
the one shakers terror from his looks, while the 
horse may be seen to neigh and breathe destruc- 
tion around. The figures of th(i two youths, 
notable in strength, and excellent in beauty,” 
who are driving the spoiler with scourgfss from 
the Temple, are divine in swoftiniss and might. 
Celestial indignation animates their gestures, and 
motion was never painted so real, so impetuous, 
so uncontrollable. 
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This was among the latter works of Kaffaelle. 

, Whether it be, as IVI. llio argues, that falling from 
that high devotional state of mind wliicli inspired 
his younger works, he could no longer rise to ideal 
perfection, or that the remains of antique art at 
Rome, and 'the sinijde and majestic pencil of !Micha(^l 
Angelo, in the Sistine Chapel, giving larger scope 
to his ideas of composition, he began a new style, 
and the powers of man being limited, the attaining 
something new, however excellent, occasioiu'd him to 
lose a portion of that which he befon^ j)()sst;ssed ; 
there can be no doubt that his manner entirely 
changed. I am not always disposed to regn^t this 
alteration. It has been the cause of a variety in 
excellence ; for if we miss in his latter pictures the 
portraiture of innocence, and divine love, rc^pre- 
sented in the Madonnas and saints of his first style, 
we have something else, which no one but Raffaelle 
could give. To understand me, let me ask you to 
call to mind tbe IMadonna di Foligno in the 
Vatican, and the Descent from the Cross in the 
Palazzo Borghese. The first beams, with an adorable 
and beatified sweetness, all purity and love. In the 
second, do you remember, besides the many other 
pity-striking figures, the St. John? He is holding 
one end of the cloth which enfolds his dead mas- 
ter's body. The expression of agony proper to the 
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beloved disciple, struggles with the exertion of 
strength necessitated by the act on which he is, 
employed ; the resolution to j)crform the rites due 
to the dead, is mingled with yearning veneration for 
the corpse of him whom he passionately adored. 
These pictures are the triumph of Ch^'istian art. 
Then recollect the frescos of the history of Psyche 
in the Farncsina, and the youthful and nym])h-Iike 
loveliness of the Galatea — th(,*s(‘ are sj)eeiniens of 
his last style — and form your own o}) inion as to 
his improvement or otherwise. AVhieliever way you 
incline, there is one c^iielusion to which you 
must necessarily come, that Itatraellc in })oth styles, 
the Christian and the i^lgan, is sujx'rior to every 
other painter — high actions and high passions 
bc^st describing.^^ 

Day after day, often accom[)anied by our aei^om- 
plished friend, wliosc^ taste and knowledge* are 
invaluable, w'e visit the galleries of Koine, In one 
small chamber of the Bar])(*rini jialace arc three gems 
of art; and in these,, expr(*,ssion ajipean^d trium- 
phant over skill, to the disadvantagii of Raffaelle. 
A portrait of the Fornarina is contrasted with that 
of Beatrice Cenci, by Guido. In vain I was told to 
compare th(j exejuisite finish, the faultless painting 
of check and lip, of the disagreeable-looking beauty, 
with the comparatively imperfect touches of Guidons 
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))oncil. Tlio iiniocoiit^ tearful face of tlie young and 
lovely girl, wliose look expresses the self-pity which 
must have swelled in lier hearty as she thouglit, luuv 
slie, from \ery horror of crime, was become a mur- 
deress, ])ut to sliamc the dark eyes and pencilled 
hnnvs of liVr, whose passion was devoid of temder- 
ness. It is gi-atifying to see the work of an English 
painter in a Homan cluirch. The ])icture by ^Ir. 
Scv(‘rn in flic Cathedral of San Paolo fuore delle 
Mura, is a beautiful composition, and shews to great 
advantag(‘. It is the first work of a Protestant 
artist admitted into a Homan clnireh. Tlu^ high 
est(‘em in wliieli ]\lr. Severn was hehl in Home 
ensured him lliis di'^tinctloii. 

I hav(‘ visit<'d with great pleasure the studios of 
model'll stat uaries. They are mostly now cmployi'd in 
portraying or idealizing a Capuaii peasant-woman, 
la (irazia, uliose hoauty is of an expressive, mobile, 
and grand east. Th(‘ best rojiresentation of her is 
as llagar in the desert. 

The ang(‘lof the day of judgment, by Tenerani, is 
very fine; and ^Ir. Gibson’s studio contains statues 
admirably ('\ccnt(‘d in that classic taste which he so 
successfully cultivates. 
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LETTER XIX. 

kuilirf of Uomc. — Tlic ]l<jly Week. — Music ajid llluminalioriH. 

Tuivita i)i:’ Monti, April. 

‘^WTiat jirc tlic! pleasures tliul 1 enjoy at 
you ask. They arc so many, that my mind is 
hrimful of a sort of glovvipg satislaetion, mingled 
with tcar-ful associations. Ih^sides all that Home 
itself aff<»rds of dcdiglitful to the eye and imagina- 
tion, 1 revisit it as the bourne of a pious jiilgrimage. 
The treasures of my youth lie, buried here. 

The sky is bright — the air impregnated with the 
soft odours of spring — we taki*, our books and w ilt* 
away the morning among the ruins of the Baths 
of Caracalla, or the Coliseum. From the shatterial 
walls of the former, the vi(!W over the city and the 
Campagna is very beautiful. The Falatiue is nt^ar 
at hand, and majestic ruins guide the eye to wliere 
the golden palace si)rcads its vast extent. Tliese 
ruins, chiefly piles of brick — remnants of massive 
walls or lofty archways — may not be beautiful in 
themselves ; but overgrown with parasites and 
l3 
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flowering shrubs^ they are grouped in so picturesque 
a manner among broken ground and dark gigantic 
trees — tlie many towers of the city gallicriiig near — 
the distant liills on tlie clear horizon, with clouds 
just nesting in scattered clusters on tin; tops, and 
the sky above, de(‘]>ly blue — that tin*, whole scene 
is delightful to //v/, as well as look at. 

There is one view from the Coliseuin that 1 am 
never tired of contemplating. Ascending to the 
scc(jnd ranges of arches, and lt)oking from the verge 
towards tlu^ t(uiih of Cestius — in the foreground 
is the Temple of Venus, the Ihdatine Mount, and 
the ruins of the Forum — the country, varit‘d by 
woods and hills and ruins, is s|)read beyond — the 
tomb of Cestius, gleaming at a distance, is a resting- 
place for the eye — and various trees seem placed 
expressly to give the serene the air of a landscape 
sitting for its j)icture — all grace and smiles and 
radiance. 

Tlie Forum used to b(% long, long ago, before 1 
ever saw it, a broken space of ground, wdth an 
avenue through tlic Campo Vaeiiio leading to the 
Coliseum, with tnum])hal arches and tall columns 
half-buried in tlu', soil. Now 4-he excavations arc 
considerabh*. I have beard painters lament that the 
picturesque beauty has been sjioiltj but as its appear- 
ance, such as time and neglect Lad left it, is changed. 
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it is as well to complete the task of excavation. 
Much has been clone since 1 was hen^ last, and 
workmen are in constant employ. 1 wish you could 
see the chief among them. Imagine an Indian 
file of fifty old men in the last stage of decrepitude, 
grey-headed, bent- shouldered, and feyl)le-legg(‘d, 
each rolling a small wheelbarrow, er(.‘C[>ing along so 
slow, and yet that extreme slowness ap})earing an 
cxiTtion for them. 

From the Foi-iim we ascended the hill ot the 
Capitol, and, with some trouhh*, got the: eiistcKle, 
and mounU'd the tower ot‘ the Cam])idoglio. 
We looked round, and fancied how’, IVom this 
height, the patricians and cfmsuls of Old lionie 
watched the advance of marauding parties that 
wound out from the ravines of the hills, or whose 
spears and lieliiiets glittered above the, brow of the 
Janicular hill; and the cry of the Sabines, or fiercer 
and more terrible, of tlur (iauls, made the populace 
gather ill the Forum behnv, and give their names 
to be inscribed as soldiers for instant figlit. The 
Tiber glitters in the chstanec, and Soracte rising 
from out the plain. 

Heaves like a long-swept wave, about to break, 

And on the curl bangs pausing.”* 

I never look at the ridge of Sanf Oreste, (as it 


• Childe Harold, Canto IV, 
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is now called,) but these lines, which so admirably 
paint it, come into ray mind. 

I scarcely know what view of Home to prefer. 
Tliat from the riiined Haths of Caracalla, or from 
the. vere:e of the Coliseum, or the panorama of 
the ('npllo],..oi' from th(‘ jrorch of the Lateraa, which 
commands a ditlerent landscape. — You see nothin^: of 
the city, for your back is turned on it ; you arc on 
a hei^lil, tlu' C’ampagna at your fei^t, sj)anned by a 
mimlaa* of ruined aqueducts, whose grandeur and 
extimt im|)ress the mind, more than any other 
o))jeet, wilh a sense of Roman greatness. From the 
Jjatcran down to the Ckdiseum, nearly a mile, and 
in the adjoining space, was the most inagniiieent 
quarter of the <dd city. Now^ it is occupied by 
Poderif divided by higli walls, with hen', and there 
a ruin — a toj)pling wall or broken arch. When 
lk)pc Gregory VII. called in Robert (iuiscard to 
ilrivt^ Henry III. from his capital, the Saracens of 
Sii'ily, under the command of tlu! Norman, sacked 
Rome, and this portion of the eily was burned and 
levelled with the soil. So utter was the desolation, 
that the survivors found it more convenient to build 
nearly a new' town at a distance, than to attempt 
to restore their homes among the smoking ruins of 
[)alaces, temj)les, and baths, which lay a black heap, 
till they crumbled away — and trees and flowers 
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sj)ning upj and the prasanfry came with the ])longh, 
and sowed s(‘(‘d and ri^aped corn. 

We spent half a day rambling over the J^datine- - 
the Contadino, our gnide^ tnld ns that every .Inly 
and August, the iiial’ aria reigned, and his sunk{‘n 
cheeks sj)olve of liis liaving Ix'en a vietiin. lie 
asked us if wv. liad (he mai’ aria in Kngland. - 
‘‘Che hel ]>aese,^’ he. said with a sigh on hearing 
our n(‘gativc‘. 

Often, as at Vcniicc*, we leavt* our lioine without 
any detinite ()l)ject, and wander about th(‘ d(‘serted 
j)art of home — that which^imei- was tin* centre of 
its niagnificenee. Iluis we vi(.*wed tlie Church of 
Santa Maria degli Angeli, built by Miehacd Angelo, 
wdth materials, cohiinns and marbl(\s, remnants of 
t)]e haths of Diocletian; it is oiu^ of the most 
striking and majestic of the IJoinan ehurcli(;s. Thus 
wa*. found ourselves at the foot of the Caj)itol, and an 
inscription hal us to visit the. Alamertine prisons, 
a spot held sacred since St. Peter and other Chris- 
tian martyrs were conlined there. It is indidiitably 
the oldest relic of the ancient republic, and the 
monument of its cruel and arrogant disdain for 
human life and suff(.‘ring, impresses one painfully. 
How^ much of that has there ever becni all over 
the world — and now ! I used to j)ride myself on 
English humanity ; but the boast is quenched in 
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shamc^ since I read, last winter, tlic accounts of the 
cruelties practisc^d in the AfFgluni war. We were 
injured, and, tlici'(‘foro, we reveiijri; ; such also was 
the tenet of old lioine. 

The galleries of the Capitol often entice us. Here 
arc some ef the fijiest statues in the world. The 
Amazon, in whom a severe and martial i.*xprcssion 
is allied to feminine grace, and a something womanly 
softens the countenance! in spite of sternness. The 
Venus of the Capitol is tlu! ojdy Queen of IJeauty 
that can at all compete with the Goddess of the 
Tribune. The (hi])id and Psyche is less tender and 
innoeemt than th(! norcntin(‘ group, but there is a 
passionate love in tlic eari!ss that makes the marble 
appear tremulous with emotion. 


April 20 . 

Holy Week is over. The ceremonies of the 
Church strike me as less iiiaj(!stic than when i was 
last here ; perhaps this is to be attributed to the 
chief part being tilled by another actor. Pius VII. 
w^as a venerable and dignilied old man. Pope 
Gregory, shutting his eyes as he is carried round 
St. Peter’s, because the motion of the chair makes 
him sea-sick, by no means excites respect. If 1 
ever revisit Home during the Holy Week, I shall 
not seek for tickets for the ceremonies ; it will 
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be quite enough to enter the Ciitlieilral for half-aii- 
hoiir while they were going on. 

But a thousand times over I would go to listen 
to the Miserere hi tin*. Sistine Cliapel; that spot 
made sacred by the most sublime works oi* Michael 
Angelo. 1 do not allude to the Last tkulginent — 
which 1 do not admire — but to the paintings on the 
roof, which have that siniph* grandeur that Michael 
Angelo alone could confer on a singh* ligure, making 
it complete in itself — ('iithroned in maj(?sty — reign- 
ing over the souls of men. 

The music, not only of ^he Miserere, but of the 
Lamentations, is solemn, jiat Indie, religious — the 
soul is rapt — carried away into another state of 
being. Strange that grief, find lauumts, and the 
bumble petition of rep(‘iitanc(‘, should fill us with 
delight — a delight that awakens tluisi*. vt;ry (‘motions 
in the heart — and calls tears into thi^ eyes, and 
yet which is dearer than any pl(‘asure. It is 
one of the mysteries of our nature, that the 
feelings which most torture and subduct, yet, if 
idcialized — elevated by the imagination — married 
harmoniously to sound or colour — turn those pains 
to happiness ; inspiring adoration; and a tremulous 
but ardent asj)iration for immortality. Such seems 
the sentient link between our heavenly and tcirres- 
ti’ial nature ; and thus, in Paradise, as Dante tells. 
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— glory bcatiliGs the sight, and s(;ra])hic liarmony 
wraps the saints in Idiss. 

Another sight of this week, is th(^ washing of the 
feet of Ihe pilgrims. Ilie ladies of Home belong 
to a sisterhood who ])erforin this service on Good 
Friday for the female pilgrims. Tlie hospital of tlie 
Ik'legrini was crowded; we could hardly make our 
way. In my life I never saw so niuch female b(;auty 
as among th(‘- sisterhood — their faces so ])(Tfcet in 
contour ; so lovely in ex])ression ; so noble, and so 
soft, that the recollection will haunt my memory 
for e\er. 

I went to mass at the Church of the Jesuits — as 
usual glittering with ornamenls, precious stones, 
wax-lights, and all manner of finery. The music 
was in the same styh‘ — well suited for the Opera- 
house ; it would there have (uichantcd ; but it 
wanted that solemn, rt'ligious descant, which awed 
the sj)irit in the Sistiue Chapel. 

The illumination of St. Peter's terminated the 
sights of the week — that and the lire-works of the 
Castel Sant' Angi'lo. — There is more of creation in 
the first of these sights than in any other in the 
wwld. It is but a dim, and scant, and human 
imitation of the third verse of the first chapter of 
Genesis ; but it is an imitation of the most sublime 
act of di\ine power ; and though bearing but a 
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wry weak rcsi'iiil)]a]ic(‘ to what we imagine ot’ tlic 
iiioiiK'iit when, on a word, liglit disclosed the glories 
ot creation, yet, (liere is darkness, and radiance 
sudden and dazzling bursts forth, and — it is very 
fllUL 

It is curious to see all these soleiunitiies — many 
of them do»d)tl(‘ss ol* J'agan origin — dear tf» the 
j>eo])le, and tli(‘refore pri'served and christianised by 
the l*oj)es — and to rctlect, thatsmOi, for many, many 
centuries, was the chief link fo.^tered In religion 
between man and the DiviniU'. Wc hav(‘ fd)li- 
tcrated all this among our^'^'hos. No doubt the 
impulse of piety in the heart is a truer and purer 
oblation ; but Catholics reason that tln^se are aids 
and supports t(» enable weak humanity — a creature, 
half matter, Jialf soul — to sustain itself in its 
pious (,‘cstaci(‘s. Ih‘sidi‘s, God (r(;ated in us not 
only the sense of, but also in some degree th(‘ 
])ower of cr(‘ating the beautiful; and is it not well 
to d(‘dicat(' to divine worshij) tlie glorious gifts 
which were l)cstuw(‘d for the ])urposc of raising the 
soul from earth and liidciiig it to Heaven? 
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LETTER XX. 

The Pontifical States. 

May 3. 

“ Where VE 11 the Catholic religion is established, 
I have uniformly observt'd indolence, with its con- 
comitants, dirt and bt‘ggary, to prevail ; and the 
more Catholic is thti place, the more they 
abound.” * These art^ the words of a clever 
writer, well acquaiutt'.d with Home, apropos of 
Home. It must be added, that wherever the 
Catholic religion prevails, great works of charity 
subsist. During the time of Catholicism, chari- 
table institutions, as is well known, abounded all 
over England — in some few obscure corners such 
still survive, where the old may find a peaceful 
refuge — not in crowde^d recej)taclcs, where they 
arc looked on as useless burthens on a heavily- 
taxed parish — but in decent almshouses, bordering 
grassy enclosures, near gardens that supply their 
table j peaceful nooks, where the aged may converse 
with natui’e, and find the way to the grave soothed 


• Rome in the Nineteenth Century. 
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by that calm so dc^ar to dcrliiiing years. * Jesus 
Cjjirist so forcibly recoiniiicuded the ])oor to all 
who professed liis religion, Ibat, in common with 
all other Christ iaiis^ every ^ood Catholic considers 
w’orks of cliarity to be his j)aram()nnt duty. One 
of the most enli«»liteiied, I^iscal, j^ave. jf ^touching 
proof of this, when, on Jns death-bed, he only 
admitted liis ])ains to be soolhc'd by cari fiil nursing, 
on condition that two j)au])ers in the same state 
should receive the same athaitiuns in an adjoining 
apartment. The |)0()r were to him ubj(‘cts of real 
and tender alfc'ction. 

As eleemosynary charity is an essential portion of 
Catholicism, we may e\'])e.et that it should flourish 
in tlie capital of the (Jatholic w'orld. There are 
many beggars, but thej-(; is no absolute want, at 
Horne. Ileggary is a condition, and it becomes a 
matter of favour to be allowed to beg. Plates of 
metal are giv(m to such as ar(‘ permitted, and 
fastened to the arm of poor deformed objects, wdio 
are to be found in every corner of tlu^ city, asking 
alms. Many convents distribute food regularly at 
different hours, when all who ask may have. 
There is, besides, a house of industry, I lujar, 
carried on on excellent jjirinciplcs. There arc, to 

• The want of conventual chaiitics, whose funds, on the Reform- 
ation, were greedily ai>propriatcd by the laity, forced i-laecn Elizabeth 
to iustitttic the Poor-Laws. 
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the destruction ol* the savings of tin* jioor, state 
lotteries all over Italy. It was eonshha'c'd that tj^s 
demoralising gambling ought not to be kc'pt np in 
the etmital of the head of tin* ehnveb *. bi\t it was 
tJirgued that a love (»f ])ntting in the lottery eonld 
not be. r<toted out, and while T'^a])les, Tuscany, and 
Venice liad lotteihis, the Itoinaiis would send tluar 
money to those states, if they could not be iiuhdged 
at home. • A Jtoiiian lottery thenTore exists, and the 
proceeds go to k(?ep np a house of industry. Here 
a number of young j)eo])le arc taught various trades. 
Young men arc ap])'*entieed, and girls receive 
dowries, while the old p(‘ople have a home that 
smoothes their passage* to tiie grave. Jlesides these* 
conventual aids and geivernmemt institutions, there 
are many confrateTidties of eitize'iis whose bemd of 
duty is charity to the sick and poor. People of 
all classes of socie'ty bedong te) them, and meet 
on an cepud fe)e>ting. The city is diviele*d into 
several epiarteTS, aiul the varieius confraternitie's 
have? each one assigned to them, which they visit 
and ivlieNc. 

Several of the jiersons I know remained in Home 
during the visitation e)f the cholera in 1837, and 
they still vividly reincmhcr the horror of the time. 

It was a conviction, a superstition, nourished by 
the church, that this fatal epidemic would spare 
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tlic Holy City, arul th(‘ ai*i::Diiiciits Drc;cd to prove 
its e\('in])tioii were ai)sur(I, and yet liorrible 1(» lu‘ar. 
When tin* p:reat beats of Angnst set in, and a lew 
eases l)ei;-an to be nuMitioned, the p:overnm(‘nt, ^rown 
frantie Ihrotmli niinuled t(‘rror and lolly, thonjeht 
only ol’ eonvineinir tin* p(‘opl(‘ that IJoine* would he 
s])ared. l’h(‘ ])(‘st niitriit he >aid to have h(*en wel- 
eoni{‘i} hy illmninations and proetssions, and its 
\inilenee pro|)a‘rated and hxed hy the poor p('()ple 
Ixniiii’ eneonrairt'd to p) aht»nt l):ireioot, \\lule their 
last coin was dranual IVoin them tf) hiiy oil lor lamps 
to burn in the eliurehes. 1 le- stench and heal in 
thes(‘ edili(*e^ heeame oi* itself pi'.st dimiial, for the 
suinmer was more sultry even than usual, and the 
erowd< that tilled tluau were tnanimdous. (Iroups 
of jH'rsons wei*(‘ to b(‘ s(*e?i in the. streets and 
ehnrehes, standinir barefoot i)efore the Madonnas 
and crucifixes, (jxjjeetiupr to se(‘ tin* images o])en 
their eyes and sljed blood, both of which mirael(\s, 
it nas averred, had taken plact;. Jhit this absurd 
butroonery sunk into insieiniticanee com|)ared with 
the dreadful ideas purjiosely ])ut into the jieople^s 
minds about jioison ; in th(‘ early staii^e of the 
epidianic, several persons fell victims to the frenzy 
thus occasioned. 

In the middle of August the most s])lendid ilhi- 
ininations bad ]daec all over Home, — a tliaiiksgiving 
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to God for sparing tlic city. On the 15tli, the Pope 
set out in })roeetssion to aceom})any a famous black 
Madonna from tlu^ Church of Santa IMaria Mag- 
giorc to St. Pet(‘r’s. Thriee lie was stopped by 
storms. Peojilt^ crowded in to join from all the 
towns and villages in a circuit of many miles. 
Th(‘ vast concours(*, the excitement of th(^ proces- 
sion, and the violent rains to which they were 
ex])oscd, ban^foot and bareluxuh^d, tended only to 
exasperate the power of the epidemic. On that day 
many jUTSons died : tin*, illusion vanished — it was 
admitted that the cholera was in Home. Strang(TS 
and nobles tied, and for two months the most 
fearful scenes had place. The dead-cart we.nt all 
night — ])cople f('ll down in the streets, convulsed 
by the frightful spasms of that terrible disi*ase ; 
J5,0()() persons (about one in ten of the; whole 
population, 150,000) died at Home. 

The J*opc shut himself np in tin* Qniriiial. 
Every one who entered the palace was obligt'd to 
tiudergo fumigation — a thing ahliorrent to the 
Homans, wlio detest every kind of perfume. An 
imperative# order was issued that tlie cardinals, the 
heads of government, and various ewploj/cs, should 
not quit the city — but it was veiy ill obeyed — 
govcrumeiit was indeed paralysed, and gi‘cat fears 
were entertained, esjiecially at first, of the violence 
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of tlio iG:norant and wrctclicdly misguided people. 
** Jf you were to iinagiiu* the devil insane” wrote 
an Eiiglisli gentleman, it might give you some 
notion of the slate of things, and they already 
talk of scalding for soiiu^ Austrian troops.^^ As 
the e])idemie ])nrsiied its course, the pegple grew 
at first familiar willi it, and then cowetf. Their 
state* was most horribles 1 have heard, from one 
who was on flu* spot, that it was grejjtly to be 
doubted whether aii who werc^ hornet nightly in 
th('. dc'ud-earts to hidc'ons, unhononred sepulture, 
really died of cholera. TJic ri* was r(*asori to bc*- 
hevc; that Tiiany w(*re vielims of a virulent ty])hus, 
brought on by .acts of superstition and excessive 
f(;ar — and, worse still, that numbers died of starva- 
tion. The*, administrators of government having 
for the most part fled or sliut themselves up — a 
strict (Gordon bcmig diawn round the city, and the 
neighbourhood struek with iiieonceivable panic — 
food grew scarce, and tlici poor wrcitches who had 
spent their last in ])ro]>itiating Heaven by lamps and 
candles, without money and without succour, died 
of want. y 

Yet there was not absent many redeeming 
touches in thci dark ])ictnre of the times. The 
regular clergy fulfilled their duties unshrinkingly ; 
and the conduct of the Jesuits w^as particularly 
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adinirabli!. Tlu'v visit(‘d every corner of tlic eit\, 
watching by d(‘ath-bed.s with unwearied zeal. Th(‘y 
were seen takings witli gentle care, babes from tlu‘ 
sides of ib(‘ir mothers, who lay dead in the streets, 
wra])piug Ihcnn tenderly in their black gowns, and 
earryiiig tlieiii to [daces appointed for their refuge. 
Tlie eon frateiTii lies also did not desert their j)ost. 
A Itojuaii told me he was one of three brothers ; 
they n'Tiioved their aged father to a side ])lae(‘, at 
a distance from contagion, and remained tluan- 
selves: tluy w(‘re cm])loyed at different quarters 
of the city. I Jiever felt liappier,” said my 

informant ; ‘‘ our father was in sah^ty ; we liad 

no fears ibr ourselves. All day wi‘ w(‘re busied 
among the sick, and when we met in the evening, 
it was with light hearts; the employment gave us 
something to do and to think about ; the dangers 
we might be su])posod to run, endeared us to eacli 
other. 1 remend)er now with regret the sort of 
exhilaration with which we met, thanked (lod for 
our |)reservation, and then again went to our task, 
not only without fear, but with a feeling of 

gladness superior to every other hap])iiu‘ss.” The 
few Knglish, also, who remaim'd, displayed un- 
shrinking courage. Lord C , iu particular, a 

Catholic nobleman, acted wdth a heroism that shamed 
the Cardinals and heads of the state. lie carncstlv 
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strove to prove how eiToncous was the fear of con- 
tagion ; the succour he brought, and the example 
he dis])layc(l, were of the utmost utility, and saved 
many, many lives. 

The country round Rome, caeh town and village 
within its cordon; was left pretty much^to itself. 
No disturbances occurred, and the people showed 
themselves much more capable than could have been 
supposed, of self-government. One English family 
took refuge at Olevaiio, a small town, some fifteen 
miles from Rome. They went thither without the 
intention of remaining; they look very little money 
with them, and could get nothing from Rome: 
the people of this little place showed them a kind- 
ness at once singular and touching. They not only 
provided them with provisions, but exerted them- 
selves to please and amuse them. Each day some 
little fete was given by the mere country people for 
their diversion ; so that they seemed, like the per- 
sonages of the Decameron, to have escaped from a 
city of the pest, to enjoy the innocent plcasm’cs of 
life with the greater zest. 

Such is the amiable and courteous disposition of 
this people, except when their violent passions urge 
them to crimes, which they scarcely look on as 
wicked ; for they are taught (for heresy, read any 
sin against the ordinances of the church) 

VOL. II. M 



242 


RAMBLES IN GERMANY 


“ II gran piMscato e I’crcsia ! chc gli altri 
Pcsan men d’una piuma, c sc ue vanno 
Con UD segno di ctocc/* * 

Wliere men’s wants are few and easily supplied, 
where a benignant climate clothes the earth in 
abundance, and nature is the indulgijnt mother 
instead ol the stern overseer of our species, men have 
leisure, and, if they arc idle, they become vicious. 
Tht^ air of Rome, inspires lassitude, and renders 
the inhabitants inert. The Romans who live in 
the healthy ])art8 of the city are all inclined to 
grow fat ; their language, unidiomatic, and, so to 
speak, long-winded in its expressions, is pronounced 
with a grace of accent, a slow and melodious 
emphasis, that renders it more agreeable than any 
other Italian to the cars of strangers, and is strangely 
in harmony with the dreamy couteiitincnt of their 
minds. Accustomed to receive and to gain by 
foreigners, they are com’teous, amiable, and ready 
to serve ; there is among them an air of easy 
indolence, which, though it militates against our 
notions of manly energy, yet is never brutalized into 
stupidity. The women arc among the most beautiful 
of the Italians. You feel as if all lived under a spell; 
and so they do; for, troubled and unquiet as is 
the rest of the papal dominions, Rome and its 


* Arnaldo da Brescia. 
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immediate neighbourhood remains in a sort of 
hazy apathy. The Pope appreciates highly their ^ 
passive submission, and does all he can to kejp 
them from communicating with the discontented 
districts. For this reason he is opposed to the 
construction of railroads; that, as In? ^ says, his 
revolutionary subjects of the East may not corrupt 
his ob(!di(mt children of the West. 

To the outward ('ye, the ])apal government pays 
a slight tribute to the iiiciTased demands of the 
times. There is more decency in the lives of the 
clergy ; then' is more douf for the poor. But it 
is not eleemosynary charity that is needed — it is 
the sj)irit of improvement, just laws and an upright 
administration — none of these exist; and even 
scientific knowledge, encouraged in other parts 
of the peninsula, is forbidden. M(,*anwhile, pcmal 
laws arc slight, and seldom enforced. There is, 
some fifteen miles from the city, a miserable col- 
lection of huts, in the middle of a tract of country, 
the peculiar haunt of inaP aria ; it is called Campo 
Morto, and is an asylum of the Church. All 
criminals, who fear being taken, fly hither. The 
spot, consecrated as an asylum, is watched by 
soldiers. The fugitive who once enters the fatal 
bounds, never dares leave them. Three years 
is the extent to which a man can drag out 
m2 
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existence in this pestilential atmosphere. So here 
the hardened criminal comes to die, in his desire to 
escape from death. He is soon struck by fever, 
grows feeble and emaciated; and at his appointed 
hour is gathered to the grave. 

The papt'J government is considered the worst 
in Italy; and the temporal rule of the Church 
is looked upon as the chief source of the nation^ s 
misfortunes. This is no novel assertion. You 
may remember Dante’s apostrophe : — 

“ Ahi, Costantin, di quanto mal fu matre, 

Non la tiia coiiversiqn^ ma qnella dote, 

Cbo da te preso il primo ricco patre.” 

Ill the middle ages the temporal power of the 
Popes urged them on to many acts of unjustifiable 
aggression; yet, as the faith of nations in those 
days made them strong, the people were, for the 
most part, their friends ; kings, their enemies — and 
often th(!y made the latter tremble on their thrones, 
while they showed themselves the protectors of the 
former. The Popes were then Guelphs, and watched 
over civil liberty, till attachment to temporal riches 
turned them into Ghibellincs, and led them to 
support the pretensions of sovereigns to absolute 
power. Savanorola denoimccd this unholy alhance 
as subversive of the purity, and even existence, of 
the Church. As faith decayed, and reform grew 
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imminent, the compact between the head of a 
religion that })rcached ecpiality, and the sovereigns , 
who aimed at despotism, was scaled : while as the 
revenues of tlie Clmrch, so lately sw’ollcn by tributes 
from all the Christian world, decreased, the pontifls 
clung more tenaciously to the few iniltys of terri- 
tory which they clainied as their own.* 

Before the first French Revolution, English 
travellers denounced the tem])orul rule of the Poj)cs 

* “ Ahj\ la vedcio ; 

I)i jKirpcira v vestita ; oro, moiiili, 

Coiiijuc luttal’ a<rj*ravKiio ; Ic l>iai»chc 

Vubti, (lolizia tUl priiificr 

Che or (•U iiel cielo, ella perde nel fango. 

IVro di iioini c di blasfemi c 
K iicliu fruiilG Bua serUbc ; Mislero, 

Alii, la 8ua voce a coiifiolar gli afflitti 
Non s' ode ptu ; tiitti iiiiuuccia, o erta 
Con perciiui anatemi all' alute incert** 

Inetlabili pene ; gl* int'elici, 

Qui lo Siam tutti, ncl commuu dolore 
CurreaTio ad abbiacisarsi, c la crudelc 
Di Cristo in uumc gli lia divi^i ; i pudii 
luimica coi tigli, e Ic cousorti 
Dai mariti dibgiuiigc, c pon la guerra 
Fra uiianimi fratclli ; c del Vangelo 
Interprete crudcl : 1’ odiu s' iiujiara 
Nel libro dell’ amor.” 

• • * * 

“ il mondo igaora 

S’ ella pill d’ oro o piu di sanguc ha setc. 

Pcrche sal) costci dalle profondc 
Visccro della terra al Campidoglio ? 

F u bella e grande nelle sue prigioni.” 

NiccoHni ; Arnaldo da Bresaa. 
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as corrupt and odious; it subsists now as it did 
then — only things are worse — partly, because all 
that docs not improve must deteriorate ; partly, 
that the uses and end of government arc better 
understood, and abuses become more torturing and 
intolerable * and partly, because the checks and 
restraints which time and custom oj)poscd to their 
tjTanny arc now all swc])t away. 

The Pope and his ])rclates, alone, arc invested 
with political, legislative, and administrative autho- 
rity, and constitute the State. From education and 
from system they arc r despotic, and rc])el every 
liberal notion, ev(?ry social ])rogrcss. The people 
pay and obey ; all the offices, all the em])loyinents, 
great and small, arc in the hands of the clergy- 
From the Poj)e to the lowest priestly magistrate, all 
live on the public revenues, whence s])rings a system 
of clients, wdiich existing principally in Rome, yet 
extends over the whole of the j)apal dominions, and 
creates a crmvd of dependants devoted to the clergy. 
Corruption is the mainspring of the State, which 
rests on the cupidity which the absence of all 
incentive to, or compensation for, honest labour 
inspires : yet nearly all arc poor, and poorest is the 
Head of the whole; who, shrinking from all improve- 
ment, fearful if the closed valves were opened, he 
should admit in one rushing stream, with industry 
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and knowledge, rebellion, yet finds that the fresh 
burthens which his necessities cause him to impose 
on the people fail to increase his revenue. 

Tlu; Romans, themselves, submit without repining, 
their state has existed, such Jis it is, for centuries ; 
the abode of the Pope and concourse strangers 
enrich — the Church ceremonies amuse them. 
But out of Rome the cry has been loud, and will be 
repeated again and again. The ]\I arches bordering 
the Adi'iatic, Romagna and tlic four legations, (four 
cities, each governed by a Cardinal legate), suffer 
evils comparatively new to them ; and the memory 
of better days incites them to endeavour to recover 
their former irulepciidcnce. These states formed, it 
is true, a j)ortioii of the pontifical dominions before 
the French revolution ; but they existed tlnm on a 
different footing, and enjoyed jn’ivileges of which 
they are now deprived. Bologna in especial con- 
siders herself aggrieved. 

During the reign of Pope Nicholas V., driven 
by the political necessities of the times, Bologna 
placed itself under the protection of the papal 
government. The city engaged to pay an annual 
tribute, and to acknowledge the sovereignty of the 
PontiflT, while he, on the other hand, guaranteed its 
independence, and a representative senate to rule the 
state. Such was its position till the French invasion 
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of 1796. The Congress of Vienna, in 1814, among 
its other misdeeds, made over tlic four legations to 
the Pope. They became a part of the patrimony of 
St. Peter; their municipal rights were abolished, 
and, contrai 7 to every stipulation, they were reduced 
to the sanvt condition as the ancient subjects of 
the Pope. At first the Pontiffs thought it necessary 
to take some steps to reconcile them to the loss 
of their ancient privileges. They promised them 
laws in accordance with the improved notions of the 
times; and that the code of Napoleon should con- 
tinue in force. These promises were never fulfilled, 
and a farrago of laws was imposed imjmssiblc to be 
understood, and for ever changing; as each new 
Pope, supported by his infallibility, makes new ones 
at pleasure, w^hile the corrupt mode in which they are 
administered increases the vexation of the people. A 
diminution of their bu!t;hens was also promised, but 
they continued as high as ever, without those att(md- 
ant circumstances, that, in the time of the French, 
compensated for hea^y taxations. Money w as then 
spent in constructing roads and other useful public 
w'orks ; now the w^hole treasure is employed to pen- 
sion the clergy, and to support in splendour the 
state and luxury of the Cardinals. 
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LETTER XXI. 

Jnfturrcction of 1H31. — Occupation of Ancona by the French. 

If a revolutionary spark is liglitcd up any where 
in Europe, the fire bursts forth in Italy. The mis- 
govermnent above incntioiud is the cans<‘ that 
latterly Romagna has been the centre of these in- 
surrectionary movements, but there has never been 
sufficient • union or strength to secure success. 
When the French revolution of J830 occurred, the 
surviving Carbonari and the heads of other secret 
societies believiul that the moment was ])ropitious to 
their designs. The government of Louis-Miilippe, 
desirous of drawing away from France the storm 
that brooded over her from Russia and Austria, 
excited two unfortunate enslaved countries, Poland 
and Italy, to rebel. It proclaimed the ])rincij)ie 
of non-intervention. Marshal Soult exclaimed in 
the Chamber of Peers : — The principle of non- 
intervention shall henceforth be ours ; but on con- 
dition that it shall be respected by others.^^ These 
M 3 
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solemn declarations satisfied the Italian conspirators. 
Central Italy, that is, the northern pontifical states 
in chief, with the ducliy of Modena, was to be the 
focus of their moveincnt, and the chiefs believed 
that they would be strong enough, at least in Ro- 
magna, to eopc with the armies of their sovereign, 
if Austria were not permitted to pour its tens of 
thousands beyond the boundaries of Lombardy. 

I have asked Italians for some account of the 
troubles of those times. “ I fear,^^ was the reply, 
“ that it will be difficult to tell any thing worthy to 
be recorded. Horrible , disasters, acts of incredible 
bravery, admirable instances of self-devotion, were 
found side by side with atrocious crimes; but all so 
scattered and individual, that it is scarcely possible 
to group the events together so as to form a 
narrative.” 

Discontent, particularly among the upper classes, 
was general all over Italy ; yet few were willing to 
risk life and fortune for a cause of which they 
despaired. The actual revolt was therefore confined 
to the heads of the secret societies — many of them 
in exile, and a few thousand young men. The want 
of talent in some, and of honesty in others among 
the leaders, led to every disaster. They roused and 
gathered together bands of ardent youths, holding 
out to them false hopes of a judicious and well- 
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regulated insurrection, aided by the power of France. 
Five thousand lads^ chiefly of good birtli^ taken 
from their boyish studies, withdrawn from the ea-: 
resses of their iiiothers, from tkc pleasures of their 
homes, witliout ('\])erience, without forethought, 
who had .^cnicdv reached the thrcsliohl of life — 
rash and ?;>iijaight, embarked on tlic diflieult and 
dangei'ous jiatli of revolt. Tbeir only tie in corn- 
moil vvas thi* desire of driving the stranger from 
th(ur eonntrv. Tlii'y had none to counsel, none 
to encourage, none to lead ; they entrusted the 
conduct of their attempt to n*. i who, either from 
timidity or t hery, liung hack when lin y ougni 
to have shewn boldness, and neutralis(;d the small 
powi.'i- nt‘ ncrgvi’ssion uJiieh the-y possessed. They 
were eonfronted by a hundred thousand Imperialists, 
veteran soldiiTs, supported by all the niatcrial of war. 

The result was such as might have been expe-cted. 
As soon as Louis-Pljilippe felt secure on his throne, 
he was eager to see an end put to the commotions 
excited by the revolution of tliirty. lie deserted the 
Italian cause. The leaders had no boldness, no mili- 
tary skill — the youths whom they commanded showed 
bravery, but were too inefficient, few, and ill-armed, 
to cope with a large, discipbned, and veteran army. 
The end was defeat and surrender ; then came the 
violation of treaties, death, and exile. It would 
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strike with pity the coldest heart to draw but a 
slight sketch of the various misery that befcl indi- 
viduals. Many a domestic drama of harrowing 
tragic interest coimdscd families, deprived of their 
noblest offspring ; and whether the bereaved parents 
were base chough to disclaim and cast them forth, 
or whether they mourned in bitterness over their 
fate, the misery was the same. It is not yet ended: 
England and France still swan»i with unfortunate 
exiles — ^the better portion of the insurgents, who 
sigh to return to their country, but who will not in 
hardship and banishment;, make those sacrifices of 
principle which would at once restore them to rank 
and wealth. 

The occupation of Ancona by the French is an 
event quite distinct from the insurrection of Ilo- 
msigna, though our vague recollections confuse 
them together. Abandoned by the French, hemmed 
in by an Austrian army, the insurgents had sur- 
rendered, and the pontifical flag again waved over 
the citadel of Ancona. Still llomagna w^as full of 
commotions, occasioned by their desire for some 
amelioration of the laws. The five Powers of 
Europe interfered to prevail on the Pope to yield in 
some degree to the desires of his subjects. His 
answer w^as an edict that overthrew all hope, and 
confirmed the worst abuses — ^the superiority of the 
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ecclesiastical courts over the civil, the minor pu- 
nishments for the clergy compared with the laity, 
and the continuation of the Inquisition. To enforce 
these edicts the Pope, helped by Austria, transacted 
a loan, and declared his intention of sending troops 
to occupy the four legations. 

The account of this military occupation is one 
of the most frightful passages of modern history. 
The j)aj)al regiments were recruited fi'om the i)risons, 
and formed of bands of San Ftulisti — tlie name of 
troops half brigands, half soldicu’s, formed by the 
priests in opposition to thc.C.*. bonari, whose fright- 
ful history you may find in the j)ages of Coh^tta. 
This soldiery committ(;d every excess : whcithcr they 
met with resistance, or, hoping to disarm their fero- 
city, they WTre welcomed in the towns as friends, 
the result w^as the same — outrage*, rapine, massacre. 
The spirit of the people was roused, and Cardinal 
Albani’s army, stained by multiplied acts of barba- 
rity, no longer sufficed for the mastery of the whole 
of Romagna. Succour was requested from Austria, 
and promptly afforded. Six thousand Austrians, 
dragging wdth tliem the five thousand brigand.s 
rather than troops, under the pay of tlic Head of 
the Catholic Church, entered Bologna a second time. 
The severest discipline was enjoined to the German 
soldiers, and strictly observed. Prince Metternich 
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was praised for his interference ; the result showed 
his secret intentions. The Italian populace compared 
the discipline and moderation of the Germans with 
the recent excesses*’ of the papal’ soldiery^ and it 
was hoped that an impression would be made of the 
preference, 'ihat ought to be given to the Austrian 
over the })ontifical sway, which hereafter might serve 
the former in good stead. 

When the Pope declared his intention of a mili- 
tary occupation of the discontented provinces, the 
five Powers, whose ambassadors had just been urging 
milder measures, with one exception only, approved. 
England, represented by Sir George Seymour, ex- 
pressed dissent, and her minister withdrew from the 
couneds of the other diplomatic agents. On the 
other hand, France expressed her approbation in 
emphatic terras. The second occupation of Bologna 
by the Austrians, and the dexterity shown by Prince 
Metteriiich, however, made a deep impression on 
Casimir Pemer, then Minister for Foreign Affairs. 
Tliis was a step in advance made by the Austrian 
under cover of friendship ; but if Romagna was to be 
lost to the Pope, he saw no reason why the French 
should not divide the spoil, and he suddenly resolved 
to occupy Ancona. A ship and two frigates received 
orders to sail for that city, and carry thither eleven 
hundred men, under the command of a naval 
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captain Gallois, and of Colonel Combes. General 
Cubicres was named commander-in-eliief of the expe- , 
dition. He set out for Rome, by way of Leghorn, for 
the purpose of communicating vTith the Pope with re- 
gard to this seizure of one of his j)riucipal cities. The 
French govt^nimcnt calculated that GenAyil Cubicres 
would have time to sec the Pope, and obtain his 
consent, and reach Ancona before Captain Gallois 
and Colonel Combes could arrive ; but contrary 
winds delayed Cubicres, while on the other hand, 
the little Fnnich fleet doubled the coasts of Italy 
with an ex])edition that epuid not be foresetm, and 
which indeed (xeited general surprise; so that when 
t'ubieres arrived at Rome he found the French 
ambassador in a violent rage ; the tidings of the 
occupation of Ancona having reached Rome a few 
hours before; the Pontiff also was inexpressibly 
indignant. 

Ancona was taken in the night of the 22-23d 
Februaiy, 1832. On their arrival. Colonel Combes 
and Captain Gallois did not find Cubicres. He held 
the instructions of government, without which, 
strictly speaking, they could not commence the 
attack. They did not, however, hesitate to assume 
the responsibility of the assault — a resolution which 
they regai’ded due to the honour of their flag. The 
fleet cast anchor three miles distant from the city. 
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A portion of the French soldiers disembarked with- 
. out impediment, and in a short time, by a hurried 
march, they arrived under the walls. The gates 
were closed ; the papal troops would not open them. 
The sappers of the 60th regt. broke one open with 
furious blQ>ls of the axe, and were aided in the work 
by some of the populace. The French dispersed 
themselves quickly in the city, disarming the posts. 
Colonel Lazzariiii was made prisoner in his bed 
before he awoke ; and thus, by a cowp-de-mairiy the 
French possessed themselves of the city. At day- 
break the rest of the ,troops were disembarked. 
Colonel Combes, at the head of a battalion, marched 
against the citadel. The pontifical troops, frightened, 
yielded immediately \ the French wxre received as 
friends into the fortress, and the tri-coloured llag was 
hoisted. The people of Ancona co-o})erated actively 
with the French, and not a drop of blood was shed \ 
the inhabitants looked on the occupation as the 
beginning of liberty, and rejoicing and gladness 
everywhere ])rcvailcd. The Italian tricolor floated 
ill all the streets, and over every square. The 
French raised the cry of Vive la liberie! which was 
responded to by the Italians with tumults of joy. 
The governor of the province and the commandant 
of the piazza were made prisoneris, but afterwards 
set at liberty ; they left Ancona. The state prisons 
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were thrown open^ and several chiefs of the insur- 
gents liberated. The city was that night illiuninatcd> 
and the tlieatres resounded with patriotic songs. A 
staff officer got n})on a bench in«one of the priiici])al 
cafes, and brandishing a naked sword, declared that 
the regiment ()ccu])ying Ancona w^as mci’cly a van- 
guard, which announced the liberty of Italy. 

All Europe was astonished by this twent. Aus- 
tria, in its first moveinent of surprise, demanded 
categorical explanations; at the same time that 
the general of the Austrian troops stationed at 
Bologna, published a prochuiiation, in which he 
declared that the French had occupied Ancona 
through the same motives, and for the same ends, 
which had guided the Austrians in Romagna. The 
Pope gave immediate orders that his troops should 
retire from Ancona, and that the provincial govern- 
ment should be removed to Osimo : but this anger 
on the part of the Vatican was of short duration ; it 
listened to the declarations and protestations of the 
French government, which had in truth no notion 
of favouring Italian liberty, but intended simply to 
check Austria, or at least obtain a part of the spoils, 
if the Pope lost Romagna. Sad were the conditions 
upon w^hich the French were permitted to prolong 
their sojourn at Ancona. The j)art they filled after- 
wards redounded to their shame in the eyes of the 
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Italians. They averred that the Trench soldiers^ 
until the evacuation, only served as sbirri of the 
papal power. And while the government of France 
held language openly that made Europe believe 
that Ancona, while in their possession, ivas a place 
of refuge for the liberals, it by its acts j)rovcd to 
the various cabinets, that its views were in unison 
with those of Austria, Pmssia, and llussia. A few 
years ago Ancona w’as made over again to the Pon- 
tiff, the French saving their credit by having the re- 
putation of obtaining in exchange the pardon of some 
of the exiles of Lombardy; which, in fact, Austria 
only wanted a pretext and a fair occasion to grant. 

At present the spirit of revolt is checked, but not 
quelled in the j)ontifical states. A volcanic fire 
smoulders near the surface, ready at every moment 
to burst forth in a flame. The whole of the country 
before disturbed, the Marches, Romagna, the four 
legations, together with the population of the 
mountains, are bound together by secret associa- 
tions, and wait impatiently for the favourable mo- 
ment wdien to break their chains. These secret 
societies, unfortunately, are bad means for seeking a 
good result ; and it is to be feared that the country 
will never attain a high moral tone and a true feel- 
ing of independence, till the means used by their 
leaders are changed. . 
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Secret associations ought to be particularly 
eschewed by the Italians, as tending to foster their 
principal defect — their cunning. The violence of. 
their passions, wliich they aro^ so little taught to 
control, is the source of much crime and unhappi- 
ness ; but under better laws they would he checked. 
The cowardice of which they are accused, I regard 
as a mistake : mingled with other soldiers the 
Italians are as brave as they — it is the want of 
leaders which luis occasioned this low estimation of 
their courage. No troo])s will hold together who 
have not conlidence in thfir g(*nerals. In all in- 
stances of theii* dtiieat it seems evident that their 
disasters were not occasioned by cowardice in the 
soldiers, but absence of military skill among those 
in command. 

The habit of dec(*,ption is the worst fault of the 
Italians ; accustomed to look on the dark side of 
human nature and to disbelieve in its virtues, they 
are ever awake to ward off covert injury by astute- 
ness ; while the purer virtues, stainless honour and 
unspotted truth, belong to few (yet to a few they do 
belong), among them. 

The evil has been fostered by the bad use to w^hich 
the confessional has been put during troubled times; * 

Nolle chiese— 

1 pill astuti del clero a udir bod posti. 
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by the institution of a secret police by the govern- 
ments, and by the spread of secret societies. For 
. what is held mysterious, concealed by oaths, and car- 
ried on in the dark/> must use falsehood as a shield, 
and terror as a weapon. 

Little good, I am afraid, has been operated by 
these associations on the character of the people; 
and the real interests of the country must result 
from the improvement of the moral sense. Mean- 
while, they occasion frequent and partial insurrec- 
tions, that keep the sovereigns in alarm, but do not 
advance their cause. It cannot be expected that 
Italy should be able to liberate itself in a time of 
lethargic peace like the present. And the attempts 
of the few who, from time to time, are di*ivcn by 
indignation and shame to take up arms, are but 
the occasion of tears and grief. They form a band 
of hidden and obscui’c victims, which each year 
that power devours that holds them in slavery. It 
may even be doubted whether an European com- 
motion would give an occasion favourable to Italy. 

Gli altrui peccati, e li sotumessc, arcane 
Pai'ole inoriuorate ai proni orecchi 
Soiio alia nostra liberta fatali. 

Pcrche nuda o tremante al lor coipetto 
Ogni alma e tratta dalle sue lattcbrc, 

£ assuluto non e chi si confessa 
Se gli altri non accusa.'* 

Kiccolini ; Arualdo da Brescia. 
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We must not forget that the people are demoralised 
and degenerate. The present affords no glimmer- 
ing light by which we may perceive how the. 
regeneration of Italy will be effected. It is one of 
the secrets of futurity at w^hich it is vain to guess. 
Yet the hour must and will come. Fov there are 
noble spirits who live only in this hope ; and every 
man of courage and genius throughout the country 
— and several such exist — consecrates his moral and 
intellectual faculties to this end only. 
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LETTER XXII. 

Sorrento. — Capri. — Pompeii. 

Sorrento^ June 1. 

It seems to me as if I had never before visited 
Italy — as if now, for the first time, the charm of 
the country was ‘ revealed to me. At every mo- 
ment the senses, lapped in d(;light, whisper — ^this is 
Paradise. Here 1 find the secret of Italian poetry: 
not of Dante ; he belonged to Etruria and Cisalj)ine 
Gaul : Tuscany and Lombardy arc beautiful — they 
are an improved France, an abundant, sunshiny 
England — but here only do we find another earth 
and sky. Here the poets of Italy tasted the sweets 
of .those enchanted gardens which they describe in 
their poems — and we w'ondcr at their bright imagi- 
nations; but they drew only from reality — the reality 
of Sorrento. Call to mind those stanzas of Tasso, 
those passages of Berni and Ariosto, which have 
most vividly transported you into gardens of delight, 
and in them you will find the best description of 
the charms of this spot. I had visited Naples before, 
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but that was in winter — and beautiful as I thought 
it^ I did not then guess what this land is in all the 
glory of its summer dress. 

Here is the house in which Tasso was born — what 
wonder that the gardens of Armida convey to the mind 
the feeling that the poet had been carried away by 
enchantment to an Elysium, whose balmy atmo- 
sphere hung about him, and he wrote under its in- 
fluence. — So indeed was it — here is the radiance, here 
the delights which he describes — ^herc he passed his 
childhood; the fragrance of these bowers, the glory 
of this sky, haunted him in the dark cell of the 
convent of St. Anna. 

I know not whether I should })refer the view of 
the bay which his house (now occupied as an 
hotel) commands, to our own from the Cocuraella— - 
the scene from his window^s is certainly com})lctcr ; 
situated more in the bend of the bay, turned north- 
wards towards Vesuvius, he looked upon a circle 
of mountain crags, embracing the sea ; our view is 
more turned to the west — it is less picturesque — 
perhaps more sublime. 

The portion of the bay that belongs to Sorrento 
is singularly formed. For the most part steep 
clifiFs rise from the water, with here and there a 
break, where there intervenes a short space of sands, 
hedged round by cliffs. The cliffs are perforated 
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with caverns, some open to the air, and clothed with 
luxuriant vegetation; others scooped deep in the 
face of the rock. Many of them have been enlarged, 
and openings made for ventilation, and passages cut 
down to the sands, and up to the gardens above. 
Every house almost has one of these calate or 
descents, down from the heights above to the beach; 
some cut in the face of the cliffs — corkscrew galle- 
ries — some communicating with the caverns ; most 
of them are willed up to prevent smuggling. I 
believe when the family to whom the house belongs 
resides on the spot, at their request the calata be- 
longing to them is opened. One of the royal family 
had been staying at or near the Cocumella; the pas- 
sage was opened for their convenience, and the keys 
were left at our inh; so w’^e had full command of the 
descent from the garden of our house. Our calata 
is considered one of the best ; it opens into a huge 
double cavern, which tradition or imagination has 
appropriated to Polyjihcmus. It is large enough 
for him and his flock, and within is an inner cave, 
where the giant-shepherd stored his cheeses, and 
against whose rough surface the luckless voyagers 
clung, hoping to escape : the rock he flung to sink 
the vessel of Ulysses still lies a furlong from the 
mouth of the cavera. In the morning nothing can 
be cooler than the sands shaded by the cliff ; later 
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in the day the sun descending to set behind I'schiii, 
strikes on the rocks and beach, and they become 
bimiingly hot. 

V has got a nice saijing-boat over from 

Naples ; too small, but still a wonderfully safe, good 
boat, considering its size, and we have«a viarinoro 
also from Naples, to whom it belongs; he takes 
care of it all day, and sleeps in it at night, lie is a 
young f(?llow, and certainly never shows any signs 
of timidity, but considers his little skiff charmed 
from dniig(T within the bay; beyond, the s(‘as are far 
heavier ; his father ha tirnore and will not let 
him venture. lie* tries to ])ersuadc us to go with 
him to Ischia and Capri. 1 am shy of this — the 

boat is so small ; but P and his friend often 

sail sonui miles from shore, •bd run down to 
Caslclaujare ; and on calm days 1 go on exjdoring 
expeditions into the frequent and strange caves of* 
the coast, or stretch across to the Tcjiiple of Nep- 
tune, and roam about the ruin-strew t;d shore. Tliese 
caverns are mysterious recesses, which the fancy is 
excited to peojde with a thousand fairy tales. As 1 
liavc said, some are like ours of the Cocurnella, 
scoo])cd out in the face of the rock — otliers, narrow' 
clefts in the rock, open to the sky. Into the 
strangest you enter by narrow passages, just large 
enough to let the boat pass ; they are covered at top, 

VOL. II. N 
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and paved by the waves, which ])lay llickering with 
a tunpioise tint quite peculiar and very beautiful.* 
The ])luin of Sorrento, which is sj)rcad on the 
top of the cliffs that overlook the sea, is shut 
in ail round by a belt of hills — intersected here 
and there Ity narrow ravines — clefts, as it were, in 
the. soil, tliickly clothed witli various trees and 
undcrwo(id. The plain itself is })lantcd with orange 
trees. These gardens being shut in by high walls, 
the walks near us are not at all agreeable ; there- 
fon^, when we leave our terrace, and our b(‘ach, and 
our cavern, it is in a boat or on nudes — tlie rides 
an' delightful. To Capo d(‘l INJonte, which those 
who live nearer to Sorrento than ourselves can reach 
by a walk, and therefore to live nearer has advan- 
tages — but 1 like ®ir greater retirement better; or 
to tile Calinaldoli, or to the Conti delle Fontancllc, 
a height whence \ve command a vii‘w of the Gidf 
of Salerno, the rocks of the Syrens, and the long 
line of coast that runs southward, on Avliich IVstuni 
IS situated ; and of Capri rising abru])t and dark. 

I can only coiiqian^ the differeiice betwi'eii these 
enchanting scenes and those of other countries 

• Mrs. Starko liveil for some years at the f’ocumella, at Sorrento. 
Her account of the place and scenery around, is both aceumte and well 
written, and for this part of Italy she is an excelJent puidc. Mr. 
Cooper, the .author of “ Tlie Spy," has written very agreeable “ Excur- 
sions iu Italy the most interesting portion of which regards SoiTento. 
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which liavc heretofore delighted me, bj" saying, that 
in all others it was like seeing a lovely countenance^ 
behind a dusky veil ; here the veil is withdrawn, and 
the senses ache with the efiiiigent beauty which is 
revealed. 

Junk 3. 

To-day \\c visited Ca])ri. The w^inds here arc so 
regular, that with the exee])tion of a scirocco wliicli 
will sonu tiincs intervene, you know' exactly in sum- 
mer-time on w hat you may d<‘pend. At noon thi? 
Tonente rises — a west wind, brisk and frcsli, which 
eris])s the sea into sparkling waves, that dance 
beneath the sun. This wind goes on inert^asing till 
about fivt* or six in the afternoon, and then dies 
away ; at about iiiiK? or ten an air conics off from 
Vesuvius — a land-wind, in facf — which lasts till 
niorning. Thus to go to Cajiri, it was necessary to 
set out early to profit by this breeze, w hich wafted us 
southward to the island. J do not know anything 
more striking than the manner in which, as we 
stretch out from our bay, the island of Capri, with 
its twT) peaks and beetling cliff’s, rises ufion us. 
As we ran down tow ards it, headland after headland 
opened, and disclosc^d the bays bctw(;en. In two 
hours w'c reached the island, and ran into the little 
bay in which the town of Capri is situated, ^\'e 
then transferred ourselves to two small boats, for 
N 2 
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the purpose of visiting the Grotto Azzurro. We 
were rowed under the high, dark, bare, perpendi- 
cular cliffs, and with anxious curiosity I looked for 
the opening to tin? grotto. The mountains giw 
Jiigher, the jirecipiccs more abrupt and black, as we 
rowed slowly in the deep calm water beneath their 
sliadow. At length we came to a small opening; it 
was iKicessary to sit at the bottom of the boat, as it 
shot through the narrow, low, covered entrance ; 
within, the strangest sight is revealed : we entered a 
large cavern, formed by the sea ; the hiu; resembles 
that which 1 mentioned as belonging to the caves 
of the Sornaitiiie coast ; only here it is bright(‘r — a 
turcjuoise, milky, pellucid, living azure. Th(‘ white 
roof and walls of the cav(‘ reflect the tints, and the 
shimmering motion' of the waves being also mirrored 
on th(^ rock, the eflect is nuuT fairy-like and strange 
tlian can be concciv(‘d. This cave was diseovewed by 
two Knglishmen, who went to swim under the cliffs, 
aikd penetrated by chance its narrow o])ening. It 
deserves the renown it has gained. 1 cannot exjilain 
from what effect of the laws of light this singnlfir 
and beantil'ul hue ])rocccds. Partly it is the natural 
azuri' of the waves of this bright sea, which, enter- 
ing, reflects the snow-white cavern, and is turned as 
it were into transparent milk ; another cause may 
be, that the walls of the cavern do not reach deeper 
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than the surface of the water ; they j list touch it — 
and the sea flows beneath. The water is icy cold, 
and the adviniture would be perilous j but a iroiwl 
swinnner iniglit be excited to dive beneath tVe 
paving water, strike* out under the cave, and si^ck for 
w^onders beyond. 

After lingering some time in this favouriti^ grotto 
of the Nei cids, wliich they liave, since tlie creation 
till the ])resent timi?, kc])t sacr(‘d from our intrusion, 
we returned to (kipri, and liired donkeys for our 
ascent to the palace of Tiberius, which is situated on 
thi^ summit of one of tl^iii mountain-peaks of tin* 
island. We had several guides; the woman that 
accompanied me attracted me by her cxtremi* , 
beauty. Slie laid that noble contour of coimtcnajicc 
that I so purtieulariy admire ; a beauty at once full 
of dignity and expression. The sun burnt bright 
above, and tlu* way was fatiguing. AVc clarnbiM’iKl 
up through vineyards that clothe the mountains’ 
sides, and jmhre, or small farms, sown with grain, 
and prolific in the huge prickly j)ear, wdiieh grow as 
giants. AVc reached at last the remains of the 
palace of Tiberius; a part of the w^alls and many por- 
tions of mosaic pavement remain, as wdl as the relics 
of a w ay down to the sea, of very solid yet elaborat(‘ 
workmanship. The view from the summit, where 
a portion of the ruins ha.s been turned into a little 
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churchy is more grand than anything I ever saw. 
.The Bay of Na])les on one side; that of Salerno on 
the other ; with the coast on which l^jcstuni is situ- 
ated, bounding the t^astern horizon. There is a 
peculiarity in the way in which the steep promon- 
tories of the! southern Italian coast abut into the 
sea, and in the hues of ocean, as it embraces the 
rocky shores, which those who have not visited 
the South cannot conceive; which 1 never saw till I 
came here, but which satisfies the mind tliat this is 
beauty; that here, God lias let fall upon earth the 
mantle of gloiy which (Otherwise is gathered uj) 
among the angels ! 

"Wc had brought provisions with us, and dined on 
the sort of filatform at the summit ; and here, in one 
of the ruined chambers, where the mosaic pavement 
is entire, the peasants danced the Tarantella. On 
mainland, this dance is forbidden, at least, for the 
two sexes to dance it together; — why, I cannot 
guess : as far as wc saw, it is more decent than the 
w^altz. The couples set and turn round each other, 
but without touching even each other’s hands, for 
these arc occupied by the castanets. Two or three 
of the Avomen were handsome ; but none so attractive 
as the w^oman who was my guide. 

As wc descended, I talked to her. The wretched 
lot of these ])oor people is very sad. In England 
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wc see and read of the squalid condition of the poor ; 
and when it is contrasted wdth the luxury of the^ 
rich, wc feel deeply, That there is something rotten 
in the statc.^’ But while wi? are aware that o r 
climate fearfully increases the sufferings of the pour, 
we know that to kcc]) out cold and huitger is costly, 
and the suffei’ing docs not appear so causeless and 
arbitrary as in this fairy island; here, whci*e the 
sun in all his splendour kisses earth, which, well 
cultivated and fertile, yields ])lenty; and where, 
moreover, the sea is abundant in tish; the heart 
rebels yet more vehcmeptly against th(j hungry 
j)ovcrty of the hard-working j)easants. Fish and 
meat they never touch : all that is caught of the^ 
former is taken to Najdes. Maccaroni they get on 
festivals : at other times, they live on vegetables — 
nothing so wholesome as the ])orat() — the prickly 
pear chiefly. The better off* among them indulge 
now and then in polentay the flour of Indian corn 
made into porridge. They have no milk ; weak 
sour wine, or water, is their drink. One result of 
this bad fare is the mortality among the children. 
My Juno-looking guide had had four children : one 
only survived. Poor little fellow! he ran beside his 
mother ; and she looked on him with anxious fond- 
ness, for his comj)lexion and figure all s})okc 
disease. 
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To suffer is a different thing under this sky. 
They have bad food, they work liard; but Nature is 
their friend; they are not pinched with cold nor 
racked by rheumatic pains. Thus my poor woman, 
in whom 1 gi'cw interested, had nothing morose — 
scarcely anything plaintive — about her. Sono sem~ 
pre aUegra^^ she said. I am gay — wc ought to 
be gay.” Siamo come Dio vuole” ‘^^We live as 
God ])leases, and must not complain. My heart 
aches when 1 remember my poor children now in 
Paradise ; I cry when I think of them ; and that 
littl(‘ fiillow,” and she c^st an anxious, maternal 
glance, on him — ^^le is not well” (heaven knows, he 
was not). Mn, allegro, Signora ^’ — ^^the Virgin 
will hfl|) us ;” and she began, in a sweet voice, to 
sing a ])laiiitivc hymn to the Virgin. Poor })Copl(*. ! 
their religion is hung round with falsehood ; but it 
is a great, a real comfort, to them. Sickness and 
all evil comes from God, and must be borne, there- 
fore, with patience; and the great duty is to be 
gay under all, and to sene God with a cheerful, 
as wi‘11 as a pure, heart. I should have liked 
to have tried, at least, to have done some real good 
to this woman, whose countenance, and voice, and 
conversation, gave her distinction. Nothing could 
be more simple and unpretending than her talk ; 
but it had a stamp of heart, joined to that 
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touch of the imaginative, j)ecnliar to the Italian 
peasantry. , 

English tourists get very angry at the pcrjietual 
demands made on their purses during their exct.r- 
sions. Dammi qualchc salutes our c*ar too 

often. But, ])oor ])eopl(?, who can wonllcr ! J hav(* 
told yon how they fare. At Sorrento orange's are 
the staple of the place — that and hewn stoiu's ; the 
j)oor man who has a mnh* conside rs himself C()m])a- 
ratively well off; he and his mule eanying oranges 
and stones, siip])ort his family. They often work 
all night, lading the Inniits going to Naples witli 
oranges, and hy day tiny laboui' at the (juarries. 
The nobles dr) not reside on their estates, and tlu're. is, 
no help for tin; [>oor ; there are many convents, but 
none ainojjg them are charitably disposed, so that, 
exce])t the archbishop, there is not a single indi- 
vidual or community that turns a pitying eye on the 
ill-paid, over-work(^d labourers of the soil; while tin* 
abundant riches that flow from this soil and frmn their 
ceaseless industry, arc drained away’^ to Naj)les. Tin* 
pcoph* are particularly handsome ; even tlie old are 
good-looking: they say there is something in the 
soil and air ])articularly good for health and come- 
liness. I have seen no hafjs. Old women, with 
happy-looking faces, graced by the placid j)ie- 
turesque beauty of age, sit at their doors spinning. 

N 3 
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No one can talk to them without perceiving latent, 
.under ignorance and superstition, great natural 
abilities, and that heartfelt ])icty wiiich springs (as 
our higher virtues do*) from the imagination which 
warms and colours their faith. Poor [)cople ! how J 
long for a finiy wand wdiich w^ould make them pro- 
prietors of the earth w’^hich they till, but must not 
reap. IJow sad a tiling is human society: yet it is 
comforting, even wii(;rc we find the laws by which it 
is said to be held together — ^but which ought rather 
to be likened to an iron yoke, pressing it down and 
d(‘priving it of its native# strength and elasticity — 
yet, I say, it warms my heart wdien 1 find the indi- 
. viduals that comjiosc a po])ulation, poor, humble, 
ignorant, misguided, yiit endowed with some of the 
bright(’st gifts of our nature, and bearing in their 
iaces the stamp of intelligence and feeling. I never 
li\ ed among a people 1 liked so w ell as these Sorren- 
tines. 1 hojic I am not deceived : but Mr. Cooper, 
who sojourned here a few months, and Mrs. Starke, 
who lived here for years, evidently regard them with 
more liking and esteem than the jioorcr classes 
usually inspire. 


June 15th. 

Our way of hfe is regular enough, as in hot 
countries it always must be. The mornings are 
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cool and pleasant: niy bed-room window, with a 
balcony, looks on the northern mountains ; and thg 
tirst oj)ening of my eyes is upon orange gardens, 
shadowy groves, and green* mountain-tops, wi h 
peeps of the sea between. At noon, when the sea- 
breeze rises, my friends sail; sometinfys, when the 
breeze is not too stiffs 1 join them, and W'e stretch 
out till tlie whole of Ca])ri opens on us. When 1 
am not there they venture further, and they bathe*. ; 
th(* sea IS so inviting, that they spend an hour or 
two in the water. We dine (and our cook beiiig 
good and the viands exec'ilent, we dine well) at tw'o. 
At four or ilve we either b(;take ours(*lves to the 
boat, and cross the bay to fhii Tenj])le of Neptune,^ 
wdiich is at ihe pohit of the lirst headland — or 
the mules come to the door, and we tak(*. various 
rides ; or, if wc at times n’peat the same, its beauty 
always seems new*. We are sliut out from w'alks in 
the immediate vicinity — as to trudge b(‘tween high 
stone walls is not j)h;asant ; but in our excursions we 
find plenty of occasion to clamber up and dow^n the 
steep mountain-paths. The hills are bright witli 
the broom in full Howler, and the myrtle begins to 
show' its stars among its bright-pointed leaves. On 
the plains, which arc often found near the summits 
of the bills — ^tbe rocky crags rising higher round as 
a hedge and shelter, w'heat is sown, and flourishes. 
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One of our favourite rides is to the other side of the 
promontory, where a natural arch once stood, resem- 
bling the Presbisch Thor of the Saxon Switzerland ; 
it is now broken and* ruined. Once, going there, 
my friends tliought that they could easily reach the 
sands beneafn and bathe, or find a boat to take 
lh(?m to tlui rocks of the Syrens; but after a rough 
])recij)itf)us descent of some length, they found the 
way grow on them : they were apparently as far off* 
as ever from the sea, and they returned. 

1 sj)end the evenings on our terrace. The nights 
hert! ar(' wonderful ; and I am never weary of 
observing the loveliness of the skies. Twenty-four 
//clock, a moveable hour which is fixed for half an 
houi* aftiir sunset, never, in this climate, falls later 
than half-j)ast eight. By that time it is night; 
but the extreme purity of the atmosphere gives to 
darkness a sort of brilliancy, such as a black shining 
object has. The sea is dark and bright at the same 
time ; the high coast around does not assume that 
gigantic, misty aj)])carancc, hills do in the North 
during dusk, but they stand out as well defined as 
by day. If there be a moon, we sec it floating in 
mid-air. We perceive at once that it is not a 
shining shajjc, ])lastered, as it were, against the sky ; 
but a ball which, all bright, or partly dusky, hangs 
pendant. Its light is painfully bright; the ex- 
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trcmc glittering whiteness fatigues the eye more 
than daylight. In the Nortli, wc often rt'pine that 
we have not two moons, so always to enjoy the use 
of our eyes in the absence of *thc sun ; in th(‘' South, 
the interluiiar nights an* an agreeable cliange, at 
times almost a relief. Ily the nioonJight w(^ can 
perceive the smoke ascend from the erat(‘r of Ve- 
suvius ; if she desert th(‘ night, a lambent llarm^ 
shoots up at intervals. I may have wearied you by 
my various accounts of the evening hours which, 
to a lover of nature, an* so enchanting. In other 
places a sense of tenderness, a soft(aiing influence, 
has fallen on iny heart a^ that tinu*; but here, the 
glory of absolute immeasurable beauty maTith^s all* 
things at all Mines. 


Junk 20. 

Yet not so. Lo 1 a scirocco comes to blot 

the scene. Nothing can be stranger tlian this 
scirocco : at its first breath, the, sea grows dull, 
leaden, slatc-coloun.'d — all its transjiarency is gone. 
The view of the opposite shore is hidden in mist. 
The near mountains wear a deeper green, but have 
lost all brightness and cast w ierd shadows on the 
dull w^aters. This wind coming from tin? south-east 
is with us a land wind. It rolls huge waves on the 
beach of Na])lcs ; but beneath our cliffs the sea 
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is calm — such a calm! — ^it looks so treacherous, 
that even if you did not hear of the true state of 
things, you would hesitate to trust yourself to it. 
At a short distance from the shore the wind plays 
wild pranks ; here and there it seizes the w^ater as a 
whirlwind, aijH you see circles emerge from a centre, 

spread round and fade away. P went out in 

his boat about a hundred yards from our cavern ; 
even there, though in apparent calm, the skiff was 
whirled round, and nothing but letting go the sheet 
on the instant prevented her from being capsized. 

The heat is excessive. ♦ Evei’y one appears to be 
seized with feverish illness: nobody wishes to cat 
.or move. The early setting and late rising of the 
sun in this high latitude, making the nights long, 
gives the earth and atmosphere time to cool ; and 
it i.s thus that the heat of summer is often not so 
oppressive as in the North; otherwise it W'Ould be 
intolerable. Imagiiic our Dresden length of day 
with a Nea])olitau temperature : no one could bear 
it and live. Hut our nights are cool; our early 
mornings even chill, and thus nature is refreshed: 
only, this does not occur during the periods of 
scirocco ; then, night and day, the heat lies like a 
heavy garment round our limbs. Fortunately, three 
days is its utmost, one or two its usual, extent ; it 
vanishes as it came, no one knows how. Nature 
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and our human spirits come forth as after an 
eclipse; the world revived looks up and resumesb 
its natural healthy appearance. 


A CNK 

We have visited Pompeii. A greater extent of Ihe 
city has i)ccn dug out and laid o])cn since 1 was there 
hefoj’c;^ so that it has now much Jiiore the a])])(^arance 
of a town of the dead. You may ramble about and 
lose yourself in the many stri^ets. Ihilwer, too, has 
peopled its silcnc('. 1 have beem reading his book, 
and I have felt on visitiifg the ])lac(; much more as 
if really it had been one/ ‘ull of stirring lif(‘, now 
that he has attributed nanus and possessors to# 
its houses, passcngcu's to its strc'ets. Such is the. 
j)Ovver of tlu; imagination. It can not only give 
^^a local habitation and a narae^' to the airy crea- 
tions of the fancy and the abstract ideas of the 
mind, but it can put a soul into stones, and hang 
the vivid interest of our passions and our hopes 
upon objt^cts otherwise vacant of name or sympathy. 
Not indeed that Pompeii could be such, but the 
account of it.s Last Days ” has cast over it a more 
familiar garb, and peopled its desert streets with 
associations that greatly add to their interest. 
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LETTER XXIII. 

Excursion to Amalii. 

July I 0th. 

1 HAVE always had a great desire to penetrate 
into the south of Italy, which I believe to be the 
most beautiful country in the world ; joining the 
rich asj)ect of culture to the graces of nature, 

, In all her wildness, all her niajesly, 

As ill that cider time, cre man was made.’’* 

If I were a man, I know of no cntcr])rise that would 
please my imagination more than seeking, in this 
district, for the traces of lost wealth, science, and 
civilisation. These blessings flourished in this neigh- 
bourhood at two distinct periods, apparently widely 
separated from each other; yet, if examined, we might 
find that the link had never been broken. Magna 
Grecia was the mother of many philosophers, and 
the richest portion of ancient Italy; and there is 
nothing violent in the supposition, that Amalfi, 
hemmed in by mountains, and Salerno, almost 


Rogers’s Italy. 
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equally sheltered, should have preserved and ex- 
tended, rather than oriirinatcd, the trade and sci(*nce. 
which rendered tlieui famous at a time wluui, all 
around, cver}^ effort of human hnteqirise was mcrgi A 
in offensive and defensive wars. 

Amalli was tlie tirst republic of nTpdern Italy. 
As the ])owcr of flie Roman Emj)ire waxed weak, 
and the transplaiitiuir of the scat of em|)ire to 
Constantiiioph^, placed Italy in the novel j)osition 
of a distant neglected ju'civiiiee, frequently invadcul 
by barbarians, the fabric of national govcuaiment fell 
to pieces, while municip?^! communitu^s remained. 
Two of these, fnnii their 1 'ippy position on the 
sea, and the great traffic there carried ou by means* 
of the IMedilerrancan, were emiiumtly ])rosp(Tous. 
Ont in the north, Venice, acquired power, and pre- 
served its iij dependence for centuries ; the other in 
the south, Amalfi, was swallowed up by the king- 
. dom of Naples, after having been pillaged by the 
Pisans in 1 137 — for thus early did municipal rivalry, 
the banc of Italy, begin to divide and ravage the 
peninsula. It seems to me that sound knowledge, 
of the results of political institutions might be 
gathered from studying the state of society in a 
town whose citizens were, when free, intelligent 
and courageous — whose maritime laws, instituted at 
a time (the ninth century) w'hen Europe was sunk 
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in barbarism, has served as a basis for every sub- 
sequent commercial code — ^\!v^ho covered the sea with 
their ships — who almost discovered the mariner^s 
compass. What arc they now ? 

Their intelligence, their capacities, 1 am sure 
remain; thhir affections also must warm their 
hearts as kindly ; must we not seek in their j)oli- 
tical history for the causes wherefore superstition 
and vice have replaced ardour for science and tin? 
virtues of industrious and brave citizens ? 

Though I could not fulfil in any way a favourite 
design of visiting Calabria, yet w(5 have crept on as 
far as Amalfi. It had been my idea to spend a 
month in this town, when I could have told you 
more of the present state of its inhabitants. I was 
not able to do this; so, can only mention the 
impression made by the visit of a day.* 


* Among modern historians Sismondi and Gibbon dwelt with 
pleasure on the commerce and pros])crity of Anialfi. It was an oasis 
where the mind of the historian reposed, fatigued by barbarous wars 
and iininnicrahle acts of cruelty. Gibbon quotes the description given 
by Gugliclnius A pul us — 

“ Nulla magis locuplee argento, vestihus, oro, 
l^ontibus innuuieris ; hue plurimus urbe moratur 
Nauta maris cadique vias aperirc peril us. 

Hue et Alexandri di versa feruntur ab urbe 
Regis, ct Antioebi. Quis lixc freta plurinia transit. 

His Arabes, Indi, Siculi uascuntur ct Afri. 

Ha'C gens est totiim prope nobilitata per orbem 
Et morcando ferens, et amans mercata referre.” 
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We had secured a boat to be ready for us at the 
Marinclla, oii the other side of the ])roiiioutory, and, 
set out on imilcs for tJie Scai’icatojo, the name given 
to the descent from the mountain that overhangs the 
eastern sea. We reaclu^d thi‘ height which we had 
often before visited, whence a view is cdlnmandcd of 
the tvNO seas. To the west the Bay of Naples, land- 
locked, as we looked on it, by the islands of Ischia 
and Procida, and the ])romont()ry of Misenum ; while, 
more to the north, the shining edifices of the city of 
Na[)lcs arc distinctly visible, and ii^he dc])th of the 
bay, Vesuvius rises up imuiediately from the shore. 
On the other sid(‘, the eye t hinged down from the. 
height of the myrtle-clothed mountain on which vv(‘ , 
stood, to the sea far below, gleaming at the foot of 
the preci])iees — vexing itself against the rocks of the 
Syrens : (;astward, the coast that runs in a long line to 
the south; the lowlands on which Pa^st u in rs situated, 
with the back -ground of lofty mountains, was this 
day — as it almost always is — hidden in mist. 

The descent of the Scaricatojo is very steep, and 
long and fatiguing. At first we made light of it ; 
but as we went on under a burning sun, the path 
grew more craggy and precipitous: sometimes it 
was formed only of a rough sort of steps cut in the 
mountain-side, or constructed of shattered masses 
of rock ; or of zigzags, which grew shorter, more 
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numerous, more precipitous, and more slippery, till 
,.wc d(^spaircd of ever rcacliing the beach. 

• But all things human end; and at last — most 
agreeable change! — were seated in a boat beneath 
the lofty inaccessible hills that rise almost sheer 
from the wrftcr, with here and there a little break, 
where a brief space of beach intervenes, and a town 
or village rises beside it. The voyage was not quite 
as agreeable as it might have been, for there was a 
swell of the sea, and our little boat was dcej)ly laden 
with people. wen^ glad to sec Amalfi open on 
us. Salvator Rosa bcst„ represents the ])cculiar 
bc^auty of the southern Italian cojist; its steep pro- 
, montories, the varied breaks of its mountainous 
shores, all green with forest-trees, adorned by iso- 
lated i’uins, and clothed with a radiance which is 
the ])(Tuliar gift of the atmosphen* of this clime ; 
encircled 4iy the lucid transparency of the tidi- 
less sea — for it ivas here that he often retreated, 
leading, some have said, a bandit's life,* but most 
surely a lover and studicr of nature; his land- 
scapers are so many exquisite views taken from this 
pai’t of the country. Look at thf:m, ivhcrever you 
can, and learn in what its loveliness consists. The 
landing-place of the town is open, busy, and cheer- 
ful. There is a Capuchin convent most beautifully 
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situated near tli(‘ sea ; it was secularised by the 
French, and long served for an hotel. The mother 

• 

of the present King of Naples often visited Amalfb 
and slept at this inn. The expelled monks gathered 
round her, and led her to consider it a matter of 
eoiisciencc that they should be reinstated. She 
obtained this favour from her son before^ she died ; 
the Cajnichins are come back ; and tra.\'ellers arc 
turned out from what may be fairly named the most 
beautiful inn in the world. The [)rcscnt house, 
li()\vev(*r, is by no lueaijs bad, and overlooks the 
.Marina, v obtaini^d good rooms and a tolcTablo 
dinner, being waited on by three sons of the host — 
handy little fellows, from ten to tiftceji, who per- 
foniied their hities ]>romptly and quietly. 

As so(/n as we inid rcisted and were refreshed, we 
wished, though still mneh fatigutal, to sec something 
of the ])lace. AVe visited the cathedral, an ancient 
editicc, built upon tlie site of a j)agan tenijile, and 
ranilded about the town, which is busy. Though 
fallen from the comnuu’eial pr()si>erity it enjoyed 
twelve centuries ago, Amalfi carries ou considerable 
ti*affic, and its citizens arc uell to do. Thcrcj is a 
large manufacture of maccaroni, another of j)apcr, 
another for working the iron of Elba. Every one 
can find work, living is cheap, and want is happily 
unknown. 
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The paper-mills are picturesquely situated in a 
ravine, shut in by lofty mountains, beside a cascade ; 
it was not so far but that we might visit them 
during the evening. ^ Two donkeys were brought to 
carry us thither. Accustomed to the excellent mules 
of Sorrento, we were not ])repared for the ])Oor little 
creatures, with things on their backs which it w as 
ridiculous to call saddles. llow(^\cr, I and a young 
lady who ac(^ompanicd me mounted. If you have 
th(i book, look at the vignette to ^'Italy^^ of Arnaki; 
you will perceive its situation, and how' just behind 
the towm the mountains are cloven and divided by a 
deep raviiK! — our w ay led u]) this narrow' pass, dow n 
which sped a torrent, whose inland murmur/^ or 
ratluM’ dashing, was grateful to our ears, long accus- 
tomed only to the roaring of the surg(5s of the sea. 

Ttu^ scene was wholly different from anything 
near Sorrento. The vjdley and the mountain-sides 
were beautifully green and fresh — gi’ass}'- uplands 
shone between groves of forest trees, and villages 
with their churches here and there ])ceped out — w hile 
the torrent dashed over the rocks, s})arkling and 
foaming — and dressing its banks, which grew higher 
and more rocky as wc ascended the pass, in luxu- 
riant and bright verdure. Our first visit was to a 
paper-mill, wdicnce a view' of the ravine is com- 
manded — and then w c clambered up the bill-side to 
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the road above. Golden evening gave a* refreshing 
coolness to the air^ and picturesque shadows to the 

0 

hills. It was a scene, — an hour, — when Nature 
imparts a quick and living cpjoyment akin to the 
transports of love and the ecstacy of music — ^it 
touches a chord whose vibration is happipess. Paint 
from excessive weariness, yet with regret*! consented 
to return. Night with her stars gjitluTcd round us, 
and with much difficulty our poor little stumbling 
aniiCials carried us back to the town. 

This same evening we wished to prej)are for (»ur 
excursion on the morrow ; the plan of which was 
to visit liavello, and then *to descend the mountain 
to the sea-shore — take boat, and sail to Salerno, and 
after dinner ro drive back to Sorrento. 

Our evening’j. experience showed that the j)ooi 
little asscs were not fit for such an expedition-^— we 
must have recourse to the other alternative, porian- 
tini, — arm-chairs ])laced on ])ol(is, borne by two 
men ; we required three, for the three ladies of the 
party. 1* , and his friend, were to walk. 

We were told but, remeiidjer, 1 consider 

all that we heard as very problematical as regards 
truth — we had no time to learn the real state of 
things, and I relate the story more to show the sort 
of wild excuses tlie Italians make when they want 
to carry a point profitable to themselves — losing to 
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US. We ^ere told that the bearers of the portan- 
tini all belonged to a village, Vcttici, some miles up 
the mountain — that when these were wanted they 
were sent for the previous evening — locked up all 
night at Amalfi, to prevent them from being enticed 
away, I don^t why or by whom. We were told that 
we had arrived too late to get these men ; that w^e 
must (mgage some of the town^s-people. We ought 
to have four bearers to each chair ; thirty men came 
forward to claim the employment — and the polizia 
begged us to choose tw^elve from among them. My 
friends wxnt to the polizia for this purpose — the 
scene was highly comic. Thirty men vociferating, 
insisting, supplicating — eager. Among these w’as 
the rnastiu* of the boat who w^as to take us to /Salerno, 
and his three sons— they were evidently respectable 
men, and at once selected — but among the rest 
who could choose ? My friends could only laugh ; 
they pointed out a dozen as possessing the best 
])hysi()gnoniics. 

A^'e were to set out early, and therefore retired 
i^arly. Night scarcely veiled the sea. The quay 
had been busy all day, lading ships w^itli grain; seve- 
ral parties of men w ere still at w ork. It w as a lively 
scene compared with the quiet of the Cocumella, 
yet so unlike WTre the tiny barks in the offing, 
and appearance of the men at work, lading and 
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uulading vessels, from anything one is aceustinueil 
to that the ancient times of Magna Gra?cia, when, 
the busy ports sent corn to Rome, occurred; or 
rather, I confess, that with me anotlier association 
was awakened. When excited, the mind is' apt to 
recur to tlie impressioiis of cliildliooil — like sym- 
pathetic ink exposed to lire — the covert hut not 
expunged ])ictures which the soul first received, 
rcviv(* and become visible. Lcs Avmtures de Tele- 
rnaque recurred to my mind. I was liaunted by tlie 
description th(‘rciii given of tlie busy sea-])orts of 
Tyn? and Crcjtc. The broad luminous sea before, 
tlie jutting headlands, the not inharinoiiious cries of 
the men at woi’k, the frequent tread of their feel, 
formed a soi of jiicture which it seemed to me 1 
liad seen in childhood drawn by the pen of Ferielon. 

J went to sleep while it still flitted, as it were, 
beneath niy closed eyelids. 

The morrow came, and with it our guide, cjiir 
chairs, our bearers — such a crowd. The thirty men 
had been disputing all night as to wdiich among 
them had been chosen ; the conclusion they cam(i to 
w^as, that they would all go. Travellers ofum (1 
among the number) have had the whole pleasure 
of an excursion marred by a struggle with guides, 
muleteers, &c. It is often necessary to contest a 
thousand points, and to resist exactions, and the 
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temper gets soured, and the di^^ne influence of 
nature on tlie. mind is marred. I was determined 
that 1 would not lose the pleasure I might snatch 
during iny hasty visit* to the outskirts of Calabria, 
by loniienting myself with these ])C()pl(‘ ; for being 
the one of our party most conversant with Italian, 
the brunt of the battle must fall upon me. I made 
up my mind at once that tlmse fellows should have 
their way, and 1 would be entertained instead of 
aniHwed by evaetions of all kinds. 

We had our guide — an erect old man, loquacious 
enough, with a very amusing assunii)ti()n of dignity 
towards the <»ther men. W<; had our thirty bearers, 
aiid in addihon (reconnnended by the police, to 
keep so large a band in order) two ])olicc-()ffie(‘rs, 
until unloaded muskets and eartonclic-boxes innocent 
of ainnninilion. Eight men devoted themselves to 
my eliair — the best of the number, I believe ; and 
away w'e w^ent, uji the rocky path tlirongli the. ravine, 
beside* the teii-rent, beneath the chesnut v jods, 
climbing higher and higher up the mountain-side, 
the bright golden morning sun flinging long shadows 
from the hills. 

The scenery is quite unlike Sorrento; as far as 
earth is concerned, it is far more sublime. The 
mountains are loftier, and more picturesque, parted 
by deeper and wider ravines, terminated in abrupter 
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peaks, their sides clothed by magnificent Vorest- trees; 

and when we reached a summit and looked around 

• 

travellers visit Switzerland and s})eak of the 

sublime works of creation among seas of i(jc and 
avalanches and towering Alj)8, bare and craggy, 
crested w’ith j)crpctiial snow ; there, nature is sub- 
lime, but she shows the ])o\vcr and the will to harm ; 
here she is gi*acious as well as glorious; she is 
our friend, or rather our exalted and munificent 
queen and benefac'tress.* 

* “I'ntil that moment I was not fully fensihlc of the vast Buperionty 
of the Italian landscaiH's (>v(*r all others. Swilzurland aRtonislicB, and 
it even oftrii ilelights ; hiit fUiliuD natnro wins upon you iinlil yon 
como to lovo it as a friend, i can only liken the perfection of the 
Bcciic vre gazed up(*n this evening to a feeding almost allied to transport; 
to the inuniicr in which W'c dwell upon the Bcrem; (‘xpressiem of a 
beloved and lovely ^ountenanre. Oiher scenes have iho lints, the 
hues, the outlines, the proportions, the grandeur, ari<l even the softness 
of beauty ; but these Iiave the character that inarks the existence of a 
soul. The eflect is to pour a flood of veusations on the mind, that are 
distinct from tlic eommoner feelings of wonder that are excited hy 
vastness and luagnificcncc. The refinement of Italian nature apjicars 
to dis;inguisii itasmurli from that of other countries, us the qualily dii< 
tiuguislies the scene of sentiment and inlrdlect from tlie man of mere 
interests. In sublimity of a certain sort — more especially in the 
Bublimity of desolation, Switzerland probably lias no equal on earth ; 
and perhaps to this may be added a certain unearthly aspect which the 
glaciers assume in jiarticular conditions of the atmosphere ; hut these 
Italian scenes lisc to a sublimity of a different kinds, which, though it 
docs not aw'c, leaves bcdiind it a tender sensation allied to that of love. 

I can conceive even an ardent admirer of nature wearying in time of 
the grandeur of the Alps ; but I can scarce imagine one who could ever 
tire of the witchery of Italy.” — C. F. Cooper; “ Excursions in Italy.” 
Vol. I. ; Letter XIV. 
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From the height of Ravello we gazed on a wide 
and various panorama of vale and mountain, spread 
in picturesque and infinite variety around; deep 
below was a sunny beach, shut in by steep head- 
lands, and a placid, wide-spread southern sea, bask- 
ing in the nermtide heat. The cathedral of llavello 
is an ancient, venerable edifice. In the sacristy were 
some old paintings of what may be called the sera- 
phic school, such as I had admired at Florence. 
Saints, whose countenances show that they arc 
blessed; virgins, whose gentleness is full of majesty, 
whose humility is that of one who, placing herself 
last, shall be first. Since those days men have lost 
the power of portraying the passion of adoration 
in the countenance. Either in venerable age or 
beautiful youth, what specimens there arc in the 
first painters of great and good beings absorbed by 
grateful, joyful worship of the greatest and best of 
all. One of the most charming of the pictures at 
Ravello was an Annunciation ; — ^thc beaming sweet- 
ness of the angel, the chaste joy of Mary, spread a 
halo over the canvas. They told us that an Eng- 
lishman had wished to buy these pictures, but the 
Bishop had very properly refused to opmmit the 
sacrilege of selling them. 

The unclouded sun shone hotly above ; there was 
a breeze, however, and the landscape showed green 
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and fresh. Sometimes our numerous party were 
clamorous among one another, disputing how theii; 
pay should be shared; when the confusion grew 
high, our old guide — sovereign over all in his o vn 
conceit — cried, ‘^Siknziof sihnzio!^^ in an authori- 
tative voice, and th(‘ stream of sounil was, for a 
moment, checked. They were all well-b(‘liaved to- 
wards us. We asked our good-natured sbirri, with 
their harmless guns, whether then' were any ban- 
ditti now in Calabria? All, they assured us, was 
safe and (juiet; or if there was any disturbance, they 
were sent, and order as^rcstored — by what nujans 
] cannot guess, except that the aspects of these imui 
were j)eeuliarly ])lacid aiul p(‘,aceful. , 

The desi.jrit was very ])rccipit()us, much of it 
btiing down Higiit after flight of steep ste])s, cut in 
the rock. It was far too warm and fatiguing to 
think of walking, arid rather frightful to be carried 
down. However, by turning the chair, and riding 
backwards, we got through it without much alarm. 

The Ponente. had risen as we reached the beach. 
The sea sparkled fresh and free. The boat was 
large and commodious. The master-boatman had 
a great sense of his own respectability and thac of 
his sons, and of the excellence of his vessel. He 
spoke his own praises in a sonorous voice, keeping 
time to his speech with the strokes of his oar: — 
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“ Sarete contcnti di me. Signori. Jo sono un^ 
jgalant’ uomo : mici figli sono galant^ uoinini : la 
mia barca e buoiia c bella. Tutti i Signori forcsticri 
sono content] di ine/^ * 

As soon as we had made something of an offing, 
the sails werjj set, and we changed our marinaro^s 
rha])sody of self-eulogy to some national airs sung 
by his sons. Th(;ir voices were good, and our 
navigation was pnispcrous and pleasant. 

VVe were thoroughly tired out when wx arrived 
at Salerno, which is less picturesquely situated than 
Amalfi, the shore around being low. When Amalfi 
was a great commercial sea-port, the mt^dical school 
of Salerno was famous for its knowledge of the healing 
art. The students went to study in Arabia and Spain ; 
and they returned to their native town to dispense, 
among crow^ds of rich and noble })atients, the 
treasures of their skill. Sjilerno in those days was 
regardc.d as illustrious among the cities of modern 
Italy — ^the women were beautiful, and the men 
were honest ; thus Gibbon transcribes the praise of 
William of Apulia — 

“ Ui'bs Lalii non est liac dclitiosor nrbe : 

FnigibuF, arboribiis, vinoqiie rrilundat ; et unde 
Non tibi ponia, iinres, iiuii pulchni palatia desunt 
Non species uiulicbris abest probitasque viroruin.” 

But we saw' less of the remnants of this magni- 
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ficence than even of Amalfi, for wc arrived fatigued ; 
and after a few hom*s^ repose and dinner, wc set 
out in a carriage homewards. We drove througli 
a beautiful valley tow'ards ,Castelamare, beiwr*cii 
w'ooded hills. There is a very pretty lM)tel at. 
Cava, where travellers often nunain several w-eeks. 
1 should ])refer, howTAcr, the sea-shore at Amalfi. 
Castelamari‘ is a busy towii on the lu'aeh, in the 
very dej)th the ba^^ Numbers oi* villas are scat- 
tered ■ tile wooded sides of tli(“ inoinitaiiis and 
t* ougii lln^ shady \ alley. There is a good railroad 
to Na])les : the distances, rather more than twenty 
miles, is peiformed* in about an hour and a half. 
Castcilaniare is a mme fashionable resor! :han 
Sorrento. The villas an* more rminerous and more 
elegant ; the i id(!s more diversified ; the inti r- 
course witli the capital easier. It is not so well 
snit(!d for a short stay, for the hotels are all in 
the midst of a noisy town ; and tlie villas, which 
let at a higli ]>i’ice, can only be taken for the 
season — six, or at .least, four montlis. On tlie other 
hand, for excursions on tlie sea, Sorrento is very 
far to be ])r(5ferrcd. Castelamare, at the dcipth 
of the bay, affords only a small lake-like basin for 
boating. To view^ the shores, or visit the islands, 
east or west, you must first reach Sorrento or 
Naples. In the former, you seem happily placed, 
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as in a centre, to diverge at will in excursions on 
the water. Sorrento is in every way cheaper and 
more practicable foi* those who arc not rich. 

The road from Cpstclamarc to Sorrento, about 
twenty -miles, is excclh'iit, constructed on the edge 
t)f the cliffs overhanging the sea. As we ])roee(ided 
we gladly hailed our r(‘.turn to a familiar scene, and 
welcomed various glimpses of views which \v(i looked 
on as p(;culiarJ\' our own. We ])fissed Vico — half- 
way — and tluai turning the shoulder f>f a headland, 
rattled down towards tin*, populous plain of Sorrento 
— with its many villages, its orange gardens and 
sheltering hills — and reacKed our (piiet hotel, where 
we were gladly welcomed. Th(^ Cocumella has 
become a home — it is a joy to lu'tuni to our terrace, 
to breathe the fragrance of the orangediowers — to 
sec the (^alm sea spread out at our feet, as we look 
over the bay to Naples — while above us bends 
a sky — in whose pure depths ship-like clouds glide 
— and the moon hangs luminous, a pendant sphere 
of silver fire. 


THE END. 


tOMDOM: 

BKA.OBVS1 AND STABS, rBIMTXBB, WHITBrSlABS. 








